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SUR L’EAU 

OK AtLOAT 

This Diary cuntains no slory and no %'ery thrill- 
ing advptiiure. While cruising ohouf on the coasts 
»/ the Mediterranean last spring, 1 amused myself 
hy writing down every day what I saiu and what / 
tiiought. 

1 saw but the water, the sun, clouds, and rocks 
*-/ can tell of naught clse—and my thoughts were 
mere nothings, suck as arc suggested hy the rocking 
of the waves, lulling and hearing one along. 



SUR L’EAU 

CHAPTER I 

AprU 6th. 

I WAS sound asleep, when my skipper Bernard 
awoke me by throwing sand at my window. 
I opened it, and on my face, on my chest, I 
felt the cold, delicious breath of the night. The sky 
was a clear blue-gray, and alive with the quivering 
fire of the stars. 

The sailor, standing at the foot of the wall, said; 
“Fine weather, sir.” 

“What wind?" 

“Off shore." 

“Very well, I’m coming.” 

Half an hour later 1 was hurrying down to the 
shore. The horizon was pale with the first rays 
of dawn, and I saw in the distance behind the Bay 
des Angcs the lights at Nice, and still farther on 
the revolving lighthouse at Viileiranche. 

in front of me Antibes was dimly visible through 
the lifting darkness, with its two towers rising above 
the cone-shaped town, surrounded by the oW wall-, 
built by Vauban. 

In the streets were a few dogs and a few men, 
workmen starting off to their daily labor In the 
port nothing but the gentle rocking of the boats at 
the side of the quay and the soft plashing of the 
scarcely moving water could be heard; or at times 
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the sound of the straining of a cable or of a boat 
grazing against the hull of a vessel. The boats, the 
flagstones, the sea itself seemed asleep under the 
gold-spangled firmament, and under the eye of a 
small lighthouse which, standing out at the end of 
the jetty, kept watch over its little harbor. 

Beyond, in front of Ari’ouin's building yard, I 
saw a glimmer, I felt a stir, I heard voices. They 
were expecting me. The Bel- Ami was ready to 
start. 

I went down into the cabin, lighted up by a couple 
of candles hanging and swinging like two com- 
passes, at the foot of the sofas which at night were 
used as beds. I donned the leathern sailor's jacket, 
put on a warm cap, and returned on deck. Already 
the hawsers had been cast off, and the two men 
hauling in the cable had brought the anchor apeak. 
7‘hen they hoisted the big sail, which went np slowly 
to the monotonous groan of blocks and rigging. It 
rose wide and wan in the darkness of the night, 
quivering in the breath of the wind, hiding from us 
both sky and stars. 

The breeze was coming dry and cold from the 
invisible mountain that one felt to be still laden 
with snow. It came very taint, as though hardly 
awake, undecided and intermittent 

Then the nicu shipped the anchor, I seized the 
helm, and the boat, like a big ghost, glided through 
the still waters. In order to get out of the port, 
we had to tack between the sleeping tartans and 
schooners. We went gently from one quay to an- 
other, dragging after us our little short, round 
dingey, which followed us as a cygnet, just hatched 
from its shell, follows the parent swan. 
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As soon as we reached the channel between the 
jetty and the square fort, the yacht became livelier, 
quickened its pace, and seemed more alert, as though 
a joyous feeling had taken possession of her. She 
danced over the countless short waves — moving fur- 
rows of a boundless plain. Leaving the dead waters 
of the harbor, she now felt under her the living 
sea. 

There was no swell, and I directed our course 
between tlie walls of the town and the buoy called 
Cinq-cents francs, that marks the deeper channel; 
then, catching the breeze astern, I made sail to 
double the headland. 

The day was breaking, the stars were disappear- 
ing, for the last time the Villefranche lighthouse 
close»rl its revolving eye, and I saw strange roseate 
glimmers in the distant sky, above the still invisible 
Nice, the heights of the Alpine glaciers lighted up 
by the early dawn, I gave the helm over to Ber- 
nard, and watched the rising sun. I'lie freshened 
breeze sent us skimming over the quivering, violet- 
tinted waters. A bell clanged, tlarowing to the wind 
the three rapid strokes of the Angelus. How is it 
that the sound of bolls seems livelier in the early 
dawn, and duller at nightfall? 1 like that chill and 
keen hour of morn, when man still sleeps and all 
nature is awakening, 1 he air is lull of mysterious 
thrills unknown to belated risers. I inlinlo, I drink 
it; 1 sec the rebirth of life, the material life of the 
world; the life that runs through all the planets, the 
secret of which is our eternal problem. 

Raymond said: 

‘‘We shall soon have the wind from the east/* 

Bernard replied: 
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“More likciy from the west.” 

The skipper Bernard is lean and lithe, remark- 
ably clean, careful and prudent. Bearded up to his 
eyes, he has a frank look and a kindly voice. He is 
devoted and trusty. But everything makes him 
anxious at sea; a sudden swell that foretells a 
breeze out in the open, a long cloud over the Estercl 
Mountains announcing a miftral to westward, even 
a rising barometer, for that may indicate a squall 
from the east. Moreover, a capital sailor, he exer- 
cises a constant supervision and carries cleanliness 
to such an extent as to rub up the brasses the mo- 
ment a drop of water touches them. 

His brother-in-law, Raymond, is a strong fellow, 
swarthy and mustached, indefatigable and bold, as 
loyal and devoted as the other, but less variable and 
nervous, more calm, more resigned to the surprises 
and treachery of the sea Bernard, Raymond and 
the barometer are sometimes in contradiction with 
each other, and perform an amusing comedy with 
three personages, of which one, the best informed, 
is dumb. 

“Dash it, sir, we’re sailing well,” said Bernard. 

We had, it was true, pass^ through the Gulf of 
La Salis, cleaicd La Garoupe, and were approach- 
ing Cape Gros, a flat, low rock stretching out on a 
level with the water. 

Now, the whole Alpine mountain range appeared, 
a monster wave threatening the sea, a granite wave 
capped with snow, where each pointed tip looks like 
a dash of sprav motionless and frozen. And the sun 
rises behind this ice, shedding over it the light of 
its molten silver lays. 

Then, directly after, as we round the Antibes 
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headland, we discover the Lerins Isles, and farther 
off behind them the tortuous outline of the Estercl. 
The Esterel is the stage scenery of Cannes, a lovely 
keepsake kind of mountain of faintest blue, ele- 
gantly outlined in a coquettish and yet artistic style, 
washed in water colors on a theatrical sky by a 
good-natured Creator for the express purpose of 
serving as mode! for amateur landscape painters. 

With each hour of the day, the Esterel changes 
its aspect, and charms the gaze of the upper ten. 

In the morning the chain of mountains, correctly 
and clearly cut out, is sharply delineated on a blue 
sky; a tender and pure blue, the ideal blue of a 
southern shore. But in the evening the wooded 
sides of the slopes darken and become a black patch 
on a fiery sky, on a sky incredibly red and dramatic. 
Never have I seen elsewhere such fairylike sunsets, 
such conflagrations of the whole horij^on, a| 
effulgence of clouds, such a clever and superb ar* 
rangement, such a daily renewal of extravagant and 
magnificent effects which call forth admiration, but 
would raise a smile were they painted by men. 

The Lerins Isles, which, to the east, close the 
Gulf of Cannes and separate it from the Gulf of 
Juan, look themselves like two operatic islands 
placed there for the satisfaction and delight of in- 
valids and winter sojourners. 

Seen from the open sea, where we now are, they 
resemble two dark-green gardens growing in the 
water. Out at sea, at the extreme end of Saint- 
Honorat, stands a romantic ruin, its walls rising 
out of the waves, like one of Walter Scott's castles, 
ever beaten by the surf, and in which, in former 
days, the monks defended themselves against the 
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Saracens; for Saint-Honorat always belonged to 
monks, except during the Revolution. At that 
period the island was purchased by an actress of 
the Comedie'Fran<;aise. 

Stronghold, militant monks, now toned down into 
the fattest of smilingly begging Trappists, pretty 
actress, conic thither, no doubt, to conceal her love 
affairs in the dense thickets and pines of this rock- 
belted islet — all, down to the very names, “Lerins, 
Saint-Ilonorat, Sainte-Marguerito,’’ fit for Florian’s 
fables, all is pleasing, coquetti^'h, romantic, poetic, 
and rather insipid on the delightful shores of 
Cannes. 

To correspond with the antique manor, embattled, 
slender ami erect, which look^ toward the open sea 
at the exlremitv of Saint-flonorat, Sainte-Margne- 
rite is terminnted on the lanid side b) the celebrated 
fortress in which tlic Man in the Iron Mask and 
Bazainj were confined A channel about a mile 
long stretches out hetw^een the headland of the 
Cruisette and the fortresb, which has the aspect of 
an old squat house, rlevoid of anything imposing or 
niaj<'‘>tic. It sreins to crouch down, dull and crafty, 
a real trap for prisoner*^. 

I can now .ee the three gulfs. In front, beyond 
the islaniF, lies tIuU oi ( annes; nearer, the (liilf of 
Juan, and b<dund the Bay des Ariges, overtopped by 
the Alps and the snowy heights. Fattlicr otf, the 
coasts can he seen far beyoiud the Italian frontier, 
and will) my glasses I can sight at the end of a 
pronioiU('Ty the white houses of Bordighera. 

And e\cr\wiiei(, all along the endless coast, the 
towns by tlie seashore, the villatres perched up on 
high on the mountainside, the innumerable villas 
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dotted about in the greenery, all look like white eggs 
laid on the sands, on the rocks, among the pine for- 
ests by gigantic birds that have come in the night 
from the snowlands far above. 

More villas on the Cape of Antibes, a long tongue 
of land, a wonderful garden thrown out between 
the seas, blooming with the most lovely flowers of 
Europe, and at the extreme point Eileen Rock, a 
charming and whimsical residence that attracts 
visitors from Cannes and Nice. 

The breeze has dropped, the yacht hardly makes 
any progress. After the land wind thet lasts all 
night, we are waiting and hoping tor a sea breeze, 
which will be most welcome, wherever it may blow 
from. 

Bernard still believes in a west wind, Raymond 
in an east one, and the barometer remains motion- 
less at a little above 76. 

The sun, now radiant, overspreads the earth, mak- 
ing the walls of the houses gleam from afar like scat- 
tered snow, and sheds over the sea a light varnish of 
luminous blue. 

lit^ by little, taking advantage of the faintflt 
brigpi'' of those caresses of the air which one dot 
jhsffffly feel on the skin, but which, nevertheless, 
drive sensitive, well-trimmed yachts through the 
gtfll waters, we sail beyond the last point of the 
headland, and the whole Gulf of Juan, with the 
squadron in the centre of it, lies before us. 

From afar, the ironclads look like rocks, islets, 
and reefs covered with dead trees. The smoke of 
a train runs along the shore between Cannes and 
Juan-les-Pins, which will perhaps become later on 
the prettiest place on the whole coast. 
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Three tartans, with their lateen sails, one red, 
and the other two white, are detained in the chan- 
nel between Sainte-Marguerite and the mainland. 

All is still, the soft and warm calm of a spring 
morning in the south ; and already it seems to me as 
if it were weeks, months, years since I left the talk- 
ing, busy worU; I feci arise within me the intoxica- 
tion of solitude, the sweet delight of a rest that 
nothing will disturb, neither the white letter, nor the 
blue telegram, nor the bell at my door, nor the bark 
of my dog, I cannot be sent for, invited, carried 
oflf, overwhelmed by sweet smiles, or tormented with 
civilities. lam alone, really alone, really free. The 
smoke of the train runs along the coast; while I 
float in a winged home that is rocked and cradled r 
pretty avS a bird, tiny as a nest, easier than a ham- 
mock, wandering over the waters at the caprice of 
the wind, independent aiU free! I'o attend to me 
and sail rny boat, I have two sailors at my call, and 
books and provisions fi)r a fortnight 

A whole fortnight without speaking, what joy! 
Overcome by the heat of the sun, 1 closed iny eyes, 
enjoying tlie deep repose of the sea, when Bernard 
said in an unclcrlonc : 

‘'The brig over yonder has a good breeze.” 

Over yonder, far away in front of Agay, a brig 
was in fact advancing toward us; 1 couM distinctly 
see witii rny glacises her round sails filled by the 
wind. 

‘‘Pooh, it’s the breeze from Agay,*’ answered Ray- 
mond; “it is calm round Cape Roux.” 

“Talk away; wc shall have a west wind,” replied 
Bernard. 

I leaned over to look at the barometer in the 
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saloon. It had fallen during the last half hour. I 
told Bernard, who smiled and whispered: 

“It feels like a westerly wind, sir.” 

And now my curiosity awakens; the curiosity 
peculiar to all those who wander over the sea, which 
makes them see everything, notice everything, and 
take an interest in the smallest detail. My glasses 
no longer leave my eyes; I look at the color of the 
water on the horizon. It remains clear, glazed, glis- 
tening. If there is a breeze, it is still far off. 

What a personage the wind is for the sailors! 
They .speak of it as of a man, an all-powerful sov- 
ereign, sometimes terrible and sometimes kindly. 
It is the main topic of conversation all day long, and 
it is the subject of one’s incessant thoughts through- 
out the days and the nights. You land folk know 
jt not ! As for us, we know it better than our 
father or our mother, the invisible, the terrible, the 
capricious, %e sty, the treacherous, the devouring 
tyrant. We love it and we dread it; we know its 
maliciousness and its anger, which the warnings in 
the heavens or in the depths shtwly teach us to an- 
ticipate. It forces us to think of it at every minute, 
at every second, for the struggle between it and us 
is indeed ceaseless. All our being is on the alert 
for the battle, our eye, to detect undisccrnible ap- 
pearances; our skin, to feci its c.aiess or its blow; 
our spirit, to recognize its mood foresee its caprices, 
judge v,’hether it is calm or wajwanl No enemy, 
no w'oman, gives us such an intense sensation of 
struggle, nor compels us to use so niucl' foresight: 
for it is the master of the «ea, it is tliat thing whicl 
we may avoid make use of, or flee from, but which 
we can never subdue. And there reigns in the soul 
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of a sailor, as in that of a believer, the idea of an 
irascible and formidable God, the mysterious, re- 
ligious, infinite fear of the wind, and respect for 
its power. 

“Here it comes, sir,” Bernard said to me. 

Far away, very far away, at the end of the hori- 
zon, a bluc-black line lengthens out on the water. 
It is nothing, a shade, an Imperceptible shadow; it 
is the wind. Now we await it motionless, under the 
heat of the sun. 

I look at the time, eight o’clock, and I say : 

“Bless me, it is early for the westerly wind” 

“It will blow hard in the afternoon,” replied Ber- 
nard. 

I raised my eyes to the sail hanging flat, limp 
and inert. Its great triangle seemed to reach up. 
to the sky, for we had hoisted on the foremast the 
great fair-weather gaff topsail, and its yard over- 
topped the masthead by quite two yards. All is mo- 
tionless; we might be on land. The barometer is 
still falling. However, the dark line perceived afar 
approaches. The metallic lustre of the waters is 
suddenly dimmed and transformed into a slaty 
shade. The sky is pure and cloudless. 

Suddenly, around us the polished surface of the 
sea is rippled by imperceptible shivers gliding rap- 
idly over it, appearing but to be effaced, as though it 
were riddled by a rain of thousands of little pinches 
of sand. 

The sail quivers slightly, and presently the main 
boom slowly lurches over to starboard. A light 
breath now kisses my face, and the shivers on the 
water increase around us, as though the rain of 
sand had become continuous. The cutter begins to 
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move forward. She glides on upright, and a slight 
plash makes itself heard along her sides, I feel 
the tiller stiffen in my hand, that long brass cross- 
bar which looks in the sun like a fiery stem, and the 
breeze steadily increases. We shall have to tack, 
but what matter? The boat sails close to the wind, 
and if the breeze holds, we shall be able to beat up 
to Saint-Faphael before the sun goes down. 

We now approach the squadron whose six iron- 
clads and two dispatch boats turn slowly at their 
anchors, with their bows to the west. Then we tack 
toward the open sea, to pass the Formigues rocks, 
which are marked by a lower in the midille of the 
gulf. The breeze freshens more and more with sur- 
prising rapidity, and the waves rise up short and 
choppy, 1 he yacht bends low under her full set of 
sails, and runs on, followed l)y the dingey, which 
with stretchcd-(jut painter is hurried throtkgh the 
foam, her nose in the air and vStern in the water. 

On nearing the island of Saint-1 Toiioral we pass 
by a naked rock, red and bristling like a porcupine, 
so rugged, so armed with teeth, points and claws 
as to be wdl-nigh impossible of access; and one 
must advance with precaution, placing one's feet in 
the hollows between the tusks: it is called Saint- 
Ferreol. 

A Hi tie earth, come from no one knows where, 
has accumulated m the holes and crevasses of the 
rock, and lilies grow in it, and beautiful blue irises, 
from seeds which seem to have fallen from heaven. 

It is on this strange reef, in the open sea, that 
for five years lay burie^l and unknown the body of 
Paganini. The adventure is worthy of this artist, 
whose queer character, at once genial and weird, 
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gave him the reputation of being possessed by the 
devil, and who, willi his odd appearance in body and 
face, his marvellous talent and excessive emaciation, 
has become an almost legendary being, a sort of 
Hoffmannesque phantasm. 

As he was on his way home to Genoa, his native 
town, accompanied by his «:on, who alone could hear 
him now, so weak had his v oicc become, he died at 
Nice of cholera, on the 27th of May, 1840. 

The son at once took the body of his father on 
board a ship ar^l set sail for Italy. But the Genoese 
clergy refused to give burial to the demoniac The 
court of Rome was consulted, but dared not grant 
the authorization. The body was, however, about 
to be disembarked, when the municipality made op- 
position, under the pretext that the artist had died 
of cholera. Genoa was at that time ravaged by an 
epidemic of this disease, and it was argued that the 
presence of this new corpse might possibly aggra- 
vate the evil. 

Paganini’s son then returned to Marseilles, 
where entrance to the port was refused him for the 
same reasons. He then went on to Gannes, where 
he could not penetrate either 

He therefore remained at sea, and the waves 
rocked the corpse of the fantastic artist, every- 
where repelled by men. He no longer knew what 
to do, where to go, on which spot to lay the dead 
body so sacred to him, when he espied the naked 
rock of Saint-Ferreol in the midsi of the billows 
There at last he landed the coffin, and buntd it in 
the centre of the islet. 

It was only in 1845 that he went back with two 
12 



SUR UEAU 


of his friends to take up the remains of his father, 
and transfer them to Genoa to the Villa Gajona. 

Would one not have preferred that the wonderful 
violinist should have remained at rest upon the 
bristling reef, cradled by the song of the waves as 
they break on the torn and craggy rock? ^ 

Farther on, in the open sea, rises the castle of 
Saint- Honor at, which we had already perceived as 
we rounded the Cape of Antibes, and farther on 
still, a line of reefs ended by a tower called “Les 
Moines.’* 

Thev are now quite white with surf and echoing 
with the roar of the breakers. 

Thev form one of the most dangerous perils of 
the coast during the night, for they are marked by 
no light, and they are the cause of frequent wrecks* 

A sudden gust keels us over, so that tb(^ water 
washes^ the and I give orders for the gaff 

topsail to be lowered, the cutter being no longer abk 
to carry it without endangering the safety of the 
mast. 

The waves sink, swell and whiten; the wind 
whistles, angry and squally — a threatening wind, 
wdiich crits, “ fake care!’’ 

‘'We ;3liall have to go and sleep at Cannes/* said 
Rernard. 

And, in fact, at the end of half an hour, we had 
to low^cr the standing jib, and replace it by a smaller 
one, taking a reef in the sail at the same time; then 
a quart ei of an hour later we had to take in a sec- 
ond Thereupon I decided to make for the har- 
bor at ( ‘annes, a dangerous harbor, without shelter; 
a roadstead open to the southwesterly sea, where 
the ships are in constant danger. When one thinks 
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what a considerable amount of wealth would accrue 
to the town by the large number of foreign yachts 
that would flock there were they certain of finding 
a proper shelter, one understands how inveterate 
must be the indolence of this southern population, 
who have not yet been able to obtain from govern- 
ment such indispensable works. At ten o’clock we 
dropped anchor opposite thv steamboat Le Cannois, 
and I landed, thoroughly disappointed at the inter- 
ruption of my trip. The whole roadstead was white 
with foam. 


CHAPTER II 

Cannes, April yth, 9 p.m. 

Princes, princes, everywhere princes. They who 
love princes are indeed happy. 

No sooner had I set foot yesterday morning on 
the promenade of the Croisette than I met three, 
one behind the other. In our democratic country, 
Cannes has become the city of titles. 

If one could open minds in the same manner as 
one lifts the cover off a saucepan, one would find 
figures in the brain of the mathematician; outlines 
of actors gesticulating and declaiming in a theatri- 
cal author’s head; the form of a woman in that of 
a lover’s; licentious pictures in that of a rake; 
verses in the brain of a poet ; and in the cranium of 
the folk who come to Cannes there would be found 
coronets of every description, floating about like 
vermicelli in soup. 

Some men gather together in gambling houses be- 
cause they are fond of cards, others meet on race 
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courses becatise they are fond of horses. People 
gather together at Cannes because they love im- 
perial an(l royal highnesses. 

There tljey arc at home, and, in default of the 
kingdoms of which they have been dispossessed, 
reign peacefully in the salons of the faithful. 

Great and small, ])oor and rich, sad and gay, all 
are to be fuiind, according to taste. In general they 
are mo<ie^l, strive to please, and show in their in- 
tercourse with humbler mortals a delicacy and af- 
fability that is hardly ever found in our own 
deputes, those jninccs of the ballot. 

However, il 1h(^ princelings, tlie poor ^vandering 
princes wilhotit subjects or civil list, who come to 
live in homely fashion in this town of flowers and 
elegance, affect simplicity, and do not lay them- 
selves open to ridicule, even from those most ais- 
respcctfiilly inclined, such is not the case vwth re- 
gard to* the V orshippeis of highnesses. 

These latter circle round their idols with an eager- 
ness at once rtligious and comical; and directly they 
are deprived of oiu*, they fly off in quest of another, 
as thoui^h their nioiuhs could only open to say '‘Mon- 
seigneur” or “Madame/^ and speak in the third per- 
son. 

They cannot be with you five minutes without 
telling you what the princess rcphetl, what the grand 
duke said; 1h(‘ promenade planned with the one, the 
witty saying of the other. One feels, one secs, one 
guesses tliat they frequent no other society but that 
of persons of royal blood, and if they deign to speak 
to you, it is in carder to inform you exactly of what 
takes place on these heights. 

What relentless struggles, struggles in which 
IS 
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every possible ruse is employed in order to have 
at one’s table, at least once during the season, a 
prince, a real prince, one of those at a premium. 
What respect one inspires when one has met a grand 
duke at lawn tennis, or when one has merely been 
presented to Wales — as the dandies say. 

To write down one’s name at the door of these 
“exiles,” as Daudet calls ihem, of these broken- 
down princes, as others would say, creates a con- 
stant delicate, absorbing, and engrossing occupa- 
tion. The visitors’ book lies open in the hall be- 
tween a couple of lackeys, one of whom proffers a 
pen. One inscribes one’s name at the tag end of 
some two thousand names of every sort and descrip- 
tion, among which titles swarm and the noble par- 
ticle “de” abounds ! After which, one goes off with 
the haughty air of a man just ennobled, as happy as 
one who has accomplished a sacred duty, and one 
proudly says to the first person met • “I have just 
written down my name at the Grand Duke of Gerol- 
stcin’s!” Then, in the evening, at dinner, one says 
in an important tone: “I noticed just now, on the 

Grand Duke of Gerolstein’s list, the names of X , 

Y , and 2 ” Ann.! every one ic. interested 

and listens as if the event were of the greatest im- 
portance. 

But why laugh and be astonished at the harm- 
less and innocent mania of the elegant admirers of 
princes, when we meet in Paris fifty different races 
of hero worshippers who are in no wise less 
amusing? 

Whoever has a salon must needs have some 
celebiitics to show there, and a hunt is organized 
in order to secure them. There is hardly a woman 
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in society and of the best who is not anxious to 
have her artist or her artists; and she will give 
dinners for them in order that the whole world may 
know that hers is a clever set. 

Between affecting to possess the wit one has not- 
but which one summons with a flourish of trurapets- 
or affecting princely intimacies — where is the dif- 
ference ? 

Among the great men most sought after by 
women, old and young, are most assuredly musi- 
cians. Some houses possess a complete collection 
of them. Moreover, these artists possess the ines- 
timable advantage of being useful at evening par- 
ties. However, people who desire a superlative 
rara avis car hardly hope to bring two together in 
file same room. We may add that there is not a 
meanness of which any woman, a leader of society, 
is not capable, in order to embellish her salon with 
1 celebrtited composer. The delicate attentions usu- 
ally employed to secure a painter or only a literary 
man become quite inadequate when the subject is a 
tradesman of sounds. For him allurements and 
praise hitherto unknown are employed. His hands 
are kissed like those of a king, he is worshipped as a 
god, when he has deigned to execute his “Regina 
Coeli ” A hair of his beard is worn in a ring; a 
button fallen from his breeches one evening in a 
violent movement '’f hi> arm, during the execution 
of the grand finale of his “Doux Repos,” becomes a 
medal, a sacred medal worn in the bosom, hanging 
from a golden chain. 

Painters are of less value, although still rather 
sought after. They are not so divine, and more bo- 
hemian. Their manners are less courteous and, 
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above all, not suflficiently sublime. They often re- 
place inspiration by broad jests and silly puns. 
They carry with them too much of the perfume of 
the studio, and those who by dint of watchfulness 
have managed to get rid of it, only exchange one 
atmosphere for another, that of affectation. And 
then they are a fickle, light, and bragging set. No 
one is certain of keeping <hem long, whereas the 
musician builds his nest in the family circle. 

Of late years the literary man has been sought 
after. He presents many great advantages : he 
talks, he talks lengthily, he talks a great deal, his 
conveisation suits every kind of public, and as his 
profession is to he intelligent, he can be listened to 
and admired with all security. 

The woman who is possessed with the mania for 
having at her house a literary man, just as one 
would have a pat rot whose chatter should attract 
all the neighboring concierges, has to tJike her 
choice between poets and novelists There is more 
of the ideal about the poet, more spontaneity about 
the novelist The poets are more sentimental, the 
novcli.sts more positive. It is a matter of taste and 
constitution The poet has more charm, the novel- 
ist has often more wit. But the novelist presents 
dangers that are not met with in the poet : he pries, 
pillages, and makes capital of all he sees. With 
him there is no tranquillity, no certainly that he 
will not some day lay you bare in the pages of a 
book, Hib e^e is like a pump that sucks up every- 
thing, like the hand of a thief that is always at 
work Nothing escapes him; he gathers and picks 
up ceaselessly ; he notices the movements, the ges- 
tures, the intentions, the slightest incidents and 
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events ; he picks up the smallest words, the smallest 
actions, the smallest thing. He makes stock from 
morning till night of these observations, out of which 
he will make a good, telling story, a story that will 
make the round of the world, which will be read, 
discussed, commented upon by thousands and thou- 
sands of people. And the most terrible part of all 
is that the wretch cannot help drawing striking por- 
traits, in spite of himself, unconsciously, because he 
sees things as they are, and he must relate what he 
sees. Notwithstanding the cunning he uses in dis- 
guising his personages, it will be said: 'Did you 

recognize Mr. X and Mrs. Y ? They are 

striking resemblances/' 

It is assuredly as dangerous for people in good 
society to invite and make much of novelists as it 
would be for a miller to breed rats in his mill.' 

And ye\ they are held in great favor. 

When, therefore, a woman has fixed her choice 
on the writer she intends to adopt, she lays siege to 
him by means of every variety of compliments, at- 
tractions and indulgence. Like water which, drop 
by drop, slowly w^ars aw^ay the hardest rock, the 
fulsome prai^c falls at each word on th(* impression- 
able heart of the literary man. Then, when she sees 
that he is moved, touched, and won l)v the constant 
flattery, she isolate- him, severing, little by little, 
the lies he may have elsew^here, and imperceptibly 
accustoms him to come to her house, make himself 
happy, and there enshrine h s thoughts. In order 
the more thoroughly to acclimatize him in her house, 
she paves the way for his success, brings him for- 
ward, sets him in relief, and displays for him, be-' 
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fore all the old habituh of the household, marked 
coBsideration and boundless admiration. 

At last, realizing that he is now an idol, he re^ 
mains in the temple. He finds, moreover, that the 
position affords him every advantage, for all the 
other women lavish their most delicate favors upon 
him to entice him away from his conqueror. If, 
however, he is clever, he will not hearken to the 
entreaties and coquetries with which he is over- 
whelmed. And the more faithful he appears, the 
more he will be sought after, implored and loved. 
Ah ! let him beware of allowing these drawing-room 
sirens to entice him away , he will immediately lose 
two-thirds of his value if he once becomes public 
property. 

Soon he forms a literary circle, a church of which 
he is the deity, the only deity, for tru^' faiths nevet 
have more than one god People will flock to the 
house to see him, to hear him, io admire* him, as 
one comes from afar to visit certain ‘^hnnes He 
will be envied ! She will be envied * They will con- 
verse upon literature as priests talk of dogmas, 
scientifically and solemnlv* they will hitened to, 
both the one and the other, and on leaving this 
literary salon, one will feel as though one were quit- 
ting a cathedral. 

Other men arc also sought after, hut in a lesser 
degree; for instance, generals, who, mgieeted by so- 
ciety and not held lu much greater coiiaJcration 
than deputes, are yet in demand among the middle 
classes. The depnir is only in at moments 

of crises Ho is kept on hand for a dinner now and 
then during a parliamentary lull. The scholar has 
also his rtisans — every variety of taste exists in 

20 



SUR L’EAU 


nature; and a clerk in an office is highly esteemed 
by folk who live up six pairs of stairs. However, 
this sort of people do not come to Cannes ; there are 
only a few timid representatives to be seen of the 
middle class 

It is only in the forenoon that the noble visitors 
are to be met on the Croisette. 

The Croisette is a long semi-circular promenade 
that follows the line of the beach, from the head- 
land in front of Sainte-Marguerite down to the har- 
bor overlooked by the old town 
Young and slender women — it is good style to be 
thin — dressed in the English fashion, walk along 
with rajnd step, escorted by active young men in 
lawn-tuinis suits But from time to time appeal s 
some poor tmaciilod creature, dragging himself 
along With ktnguid step, and leaning on the arm of 
a mother brother or sister He coughs and gasps, 
poor thing wiappcd up m shawls notwithstanding 
the heat, and watches us, as we pass, with deep, de 
spainng and envious glances 
He suffers and dies, for this charming and balmy 
countiy lo the hospital of society and the flowery 
cemetery of aristocratic Europe. 

The terrible disease which never lelents, and is 
now called tuberculosis the disease that gnaws, 
burns and destroys iiien by thousands, seems to have 
chosen thi^ coast on which to finish off its victims. 

How^ truly in every part the world this lovely 
and terrible spot must be accursed, this anteroom 
of death, perfumed and sweet, wheie so many hum- 
ble and royhl families, burghers or princes, have left 
some one, some child on whom they concentrated all 
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their hopes and lavished all their love and tender- 
ness* 

I call to mind Mentone, the warmest and health- 
iest of these winter residences. Even, as in warlike 
cities, the fortresses can be seen standing out on the 
surrounding heights, so in this region of moribunds 
the cemetery is visible on the summit of a hill. 

What a spot it would be lor the living, that gar- 
den where the dead lie asleep ! Ro^es. roses, every- 
where roses. They arc blood red, or pale, or white, 
or streaked with veins of scarlet. The tombs, the 
paths, the places still unoccupied and which to-mor- 
row will be filled, all are covered with them. Their 
strong perfume brings giddiness, making both head 
and legs falter. 

And all those who lie there were but sixteen, 
eighteen or twenty years of age. 

One wanders on from tomb to tomb, resding the 
names of those youthful victims, killed hy the im- 
placable disease. a children’s cemetery, a ceme- 
tery similar to the young girls’ balls where no 
married couples are admitted. 

From the cemetery the view extends to the left 
in the direction of Italy as far as the Rordighera 
headland, where the white houses stretch out into 
the sea; and to the right, as far as Cape Martin, 
which dips its leafy coast in the water. 

Neveitheless all around, all along tliese delight- 
ful shores, we are in the home of J)ealh. But it is 
discreet, veiled, full of tact and bashfulncss, well 
bred in fact. Never does one meet it face to face, 
although at every moment it passes near 
It might even be thought that no one ilics in this 
country, so thorough is the complicity of deceit in 
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which this sovereign revels. But how it is felt, how 
it is detected ; how often a glimpse is caught of its 
black robes! Truly all the roses and the orange 
blossoms are requisite to prevent the breeze being 
laden with the dread smell which is exhaled from the 
chamber of death. 

Never is a coffin seen in the streets, never any 
funeral tiapi)ings, never is a death-knell heard. Yes- 
terday’s (Muaciated pedestrian no longer passes be- 
neath your window, and that is all, Tf you are as- 
tonished nt no longer seeing him, and inquire after 
him, the landlord and servants tell you with a smile 
that he had got better and by the doctor’s advice 
had left for Italy. In each hotel Death has its secret 
stairs, its confic'ants and its accomplices. A philoso- 
pher of olden times would have said many fine 
things upon the contrast of the elegance and misery 
which liore cdljovv one another. 

It is lw;cl\e o’clock, the promenade is now de- 
serted, and 1 return on board the Bel-Am'i, wdiere 
awaits me an unjirctending l)real:fast prepared by 
Raymtind, whom I find dressed up in a white apron, 
frytng poLitocs. 

All the remainder of the day I read. 

The wind Avas vStill blowdng violently, and the 
yacht danced lietw^een her anchors, for we had been 
obliged to l(w\er the starboard anchor also. The 
motion endt d hy bcnumbnig me, and I fell into a 
long do/(*. W'hcn Bernard came into the cabin to 
light the candles it was seven o’clock, and as the surf 
along the quay made landing dilhcult, 1 dined on 
board. 

After dinner I went up and sat in the open air. 
Around me Cannes stretched forth her many lights. 
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Nothing can be prettier than a town lighted up and 
seen from the sea. On the left the old quarter, with 
its houses that seemed to climb one upon the other, 
mingled its lights with that of the stars ; on the right 
the gas lamps of the Croisettc extended like an enor- 
mous serpent a mile and a half long. 

And then I reflected that in all the villas, in all 
the hotels people were gathered together this eve- 
ning as they were last night, as they will be to- 
morrow, and that they are talking. Talking! about 
what? the princes! the weather! And then? — the 
weather! — the princes! — and then — about nothing! 

Can anything be more dreary than table d'hote 
conversation ? I have lived in hotels, I have endured 
the emptiness of the human soul as it is there laid 
bare. In truth, one must be hedged in by the most 
determined indifference not to weep witli grief, dis- 
gust and shame when one hears men talk. Alan, the 
ordinary man, rich, known, esteemed, rc^poeted, held 
in consideration, is satisfied with himself, and he 
knows nothing, he understands nothing, yet he talks 
of intelligence as though he knew all about it 

How blinded and intoxicated we must be by our 
foolish pride, to fancy ourselves anything more than 
animals scarcely superior to other animals. Listen 
to them, the fools, seated round the table ! They are 
talking! Talking with gentle, confiding ingenuous- 
ness, and they imagine that they arc exchanging 
ideas! What ideas? They say where they have 
been walking- “It was a very pretty walk, but rather 
cold coming home”; “the cooking ib nut bad in the 
hotel, although hotel food is always rather spicy.” 
And they relate what they have done, wdiat they like, 
what they believe. 
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I fancy I behold the deformity of their souls as 
a monstroub feetus in a jar of alcohol. I assist at the 
slow birth of the commonplace sayings they con- 
stantly repeat ; I watch the words as they drop from 
the granary of stupidity into their imbecile mouths, 
and from their mouths into the inert atmosphere 
which bears them to my ears. 

But their ideas, their noblest, most solemn, most 
respected ideas, are they not the unimpeachable proof 
of the omnipotence of stupidity — eternal, universal, 
indestructible stupidity? 

All their conceptions of God, an awkward deity, 
whose first creations are such failures that He must 
needs re-create them^ a deity who listens to our se- 
crets and notes them down, a God who, in turn, 
policeman, Jesuit, lawyer, gardener, is conceived, 
now in cuirass, uow in robes, now in wooden shoes; 
then the negations of God based upon pure terres- 
trial logic, the arguments for and against, the his- 
tory of religious beliefs, of schiwsnis, heresies, phi- 
losophies, the affirmations as well as the doubts, the 
puerility of principles, the ferocious and bloody vio- 
lence of the originators of hypotheses, the utter 
chaos of contestation; in short, every miserable ef- 
fort of this wretchedly impotent being man, impo- 
tent in conception, in imagination, in knowledge, all 
prove that he was thrown upon this absurdly small 
world for I he sole purpOv^ oi eating, drinking, manu- 
facturing children and little songs, and killing his 
neighbor by way of jiastinic. 

Happy arc those whom life sat sfies, who enjoy it 
and are content. 

There are some such who. easily pleased, are de- 
lighted W'th everything. Tli^y love the sun and the 
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rain, the snow and the fog; they love festivities as 
well as the calm of their own homes; they love all 
they see, all they do, all they say, all they hear. 

They lead either an easy life, quiet and satisfied, 
amid their offspring, or a restless existence, full of 
pleasures and amusements. 

In neither case are they dull 

Life, for them, is an amusing kind of play, in 
which they are themselves the actors: an excellent 
and varied show, which though offering nothing un- 
expected, thoroughly delights them 

Other men, however, who run through at a glance 
the narrow circle of human satisfaction, remain un- 
dismayed before the emptiness of happiness, the 
monotony and poverty of earthly joys! 

As soon as they have reached thirty years of age 
all is ended for them. What have they to expect? 
Nothing new can interest them; they have made the 
circuit of our meagre pleasures. 

Happy arc‘ those who know not the disgust for the 
same acts constantly repeated; hapj/y are ihose who 
have the strength to recommence each day the same 
task, with the same gestures, amid the same furni- 
ture, in front of the same liorizon Under the same 
horizon, under the same sky, to go out in tlic same 
streets, where they meet the same faces and the same 
animals. Ha])p\ are those who do not perceive with 
unutterable disgust that nothing changes and that 
all is weariness. 

We must indeed have a limited, sluggish intellect 
to be so easily pleased and satisfied with what is. 
How is it that the world audience has not yet called 
out, “Curtain/’ has not yet demanded the next act, 
with other beings than mankind, other manners, 
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other pleasures, other plants, other planets, other in- 
ventions, other adventures? 

Is it possible no one has yet felt a loathing for 
the sameness of the human face, of the animals who, 
in their unvarying instincts, transmitted in their 
seed from the first to the last of their stock, seem to 
be but living machinery; a hatred of landscapes 
eternally the same and of pleasures never varied ? 

Console yourself, it is said, with the love of sci- 
ence and art. 

But IS it not evident that we arc always shut up 
in ourselves, without ever being able to quit our- 
selves, forever condemned to drag the chains of our 
wingless dream? 

All tlie progress made by our ceiebral effort con- 
sists in c'^tablishing material facts by means of in- 
struments ridiculously nnpcrf<^ct, which, howevgr, 
make up in a certain degue for the mctficiciicy of 
our organs. Fvery twenty year'- some unhappy in- 
quirer, who gen(‘ial!> dies in the attcmjjt, discovers 
that the atmosphere contain^ a gas hitlierlo un- 
known; that an inij^undorable, inexplicable, uiiqiiali- 
fiable force can be obtained b> rubbing a jnece of 
wax on cloth: that among the inmimeiable unknown 
stars there is one that lias not ytt been nciiced, in 
the immediate \icimty of another winch had not 
only t>een observed, biu even designated hy name, tor 
many year'- What maitor'^ 

Our diseases are diK to iniirolio^? Vet) well. 
Cut vvlure do tiiose microbe'^ coiiu from and the 
diseases of the*-c invisible om.^? And the suns, 
whence come they? 

We know nothing, we understand nothing, we 
can do nothing, we foresee nothing, w^c imagine 
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nothing, we are shut up, imprisoned in ourselves. 
And there are people who marvel at the genius of 
humanity ! 

Art? Painting consists in reproducing in colors 
monotonous landscapes which seldom resemble na- 
ture, in portraying men and striving to make them 
look like the originals, without ever succeeding. Ob- 
stinately and uselessly one struggles to imitate what 
is; and the result is a motionless and dumb copy 
of the actions of life, which is barely comprehensible 
even to the educated eye tha^ one has sought to 
attract. 

Wherefore such efforts? Wherefore such a vain 
imitation? Wherefore this trivial reproduction of 
things in themselves so dull? How petty! 

Poets do with words what painters try to do with 
colors. Again, wherefore ? 

When one has rehd four of the most talented, of 
the most ingenious authors, it is idle, to open an* 
other. And nothing more can be learned. They 
also, these men, can but imitate men. They exhaust 
Uieinsolves in sterile labor. For as man does not 
rliangr, their useless art is immutable. ]^\er since 
our poor minds have awakened man is the same; 
his sentiments, his beliefs, his sensation'^ are the 
same. He has neither advanced nor retrograded; 
he has newr moved. Of what is it to me to 
learn what 1 am, to read what 1 tlmik, to see myself 
portrayed in the trivia! adveiiuires ot a novel ? 

Ah! if poets coukl vanquish soace, e^^)]ore the 
planets, discover oilier vvoWd,. oihcr lx fugs, vary 
unccasin^^iy lor my mnul the nature and form of 
things^ convey me cou'^tantly ihroiijdi ^ changeful 
and surprising UiiLneuMi, f^pen fur me mysterious 

28 



SUR UEAU 


gates in unexpected and marvellous horizons, I 
would read them night and day. But, impotent as 
Ihey are, they can but change the place of a word, 
and show me my own image, as the painters do. Of 
what use is all this ? 

For man*s thought is motionless. 

And the precise limits, so nigh, so insurmountable, 
once attained, it turns like a horse in a circus, like 
a fly shut up in a bottle, fluttering against the sides 
and uselessly dashing itself against them. 

And yet, for want of any better occupation, 
thought is always a solace, when one lives alone. 

On this little boat rocked by the sea, tjiat a wave 
could fill and upset, I know, I feel, how true it is 
that nothing of all we know really exists, for the 
earth which floats in empty space is even more iso- 
lated, more lost than this skiff on, the billows, 'their 
importance is the same: their destiny wd! be acron^- 
pHshed. And I rejoice at understanding the noth- 
ingness of the belief and the vanity of the hopes 
which our iiisect-hke pride has begotten. 

I went to bed, cradled by the pitcliing of the boat, 
and slept profoundly, as one sleeps at sea, till the 
moment when Bernard awoke me lo sav: 

^'Bad weather, sir; we cannot sail this morning.^* 
The wind had fallen, but the sea, very rough in the 
open, would not alio v of our making sail for Saint- 
RaphaCd 

Another day to be spent at Cannes! 

At about twelve o'clock a \\*.sterly wind again got 
up, less strong than the day uefore, and I resolved 
to take advantage of it and visit the squadron in 
Gulf Juan. 

In fcrossmg the roads the Bel-Ami jumped about 
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like a goat, and I had to steer very carefully in order 
to avoid, with each wave which took us broadsides, 
having a mass of water dashed in my face. Soon, 
however, I was sheltered by the islands and entered 
the channel under the fortress of Saintc-Marguerite. 

Its straight wall stretches down to the rocks, 
washed by the waves, and its summit hardly over- 
tops the slightly elevated coast of the issland. It is 
somewhat like a head buried between two high 
shoulders. 

The spot where Bazaine (^limbed down can be 
easily made out. 

It was not ncces«5ary to be much of a gymnast to 
slide down those accommodating rocks. 

The escape was related to me with every detail 
by a man who pretended to be, and probably was, 
thoroughly well informed. 

Bazaine was allowed a good deal of liuerty, his 
wife and children being permitted to come and see 
him every day. Madame Bazaine, who was an en- 
ergetic woman, declared to her husband that sne 
would leave him forever and carry off the children 
if he would not make his es<^ape, and she explained 
her plan. He hesitated at first, on account of the 
danger of the flight and the doubtfulness of success, 
but when he saw that his wife was determined to 
carry out her plan, he consented 

Thereupon every day some toys for the little ones 
were brouglit into tlie fortress, among others an 
entire set of appliances for drawing-room gymnas- 
tics. Out of these toys was made the knotted rope 
that the marshal was to make use of. It was very 
slowly made, in order to give rise to no suspicion; 
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and when finished it was hid away by a friendly 
hand in a corner of the prison yard. 

The date of the flight was then decided upon. 
They chose a Sunday, the supervision appearing to 
be less rigotous on that day. 

Madame Bazaine then absented herself for a few 
days. 

The marshal usually walked about in the yard 
till eight o'clock in the evening, in company with 
the governor of the prison, a pleasant man whose 
agreeable conversation was a resource to Bazaine. 
Then he would go back to his rooms, which the chief 
jailer locked and bolted in the presence of his su- 
perior officer.^ 

On the evening of the escape, Bazaine pretended 
he was uidisposeo, and expressed a wish to retire an 
hour carrier than usual He returned therefore to 
his aparanient, hut as soon as the governor h?d gone 
off to call the jailer and tell him to lock up the cap- 
tive, the marshal came out again rpiickly and hid 
himself in the yard. 

The empty* prison was locked up, and the jailers 
went hom^. 

At about eleven o'clock Bazaine, armed with the 
ladder, left hii> hiding place, fastened the ropes and 
made his descent on to the rocks. 

At dawn of da) an accomplice unfastened the 
ladder and threw it o\er the walls. 

Toward eight o’clock in the morning the gover- 
nor, surprised at not seeing anything of his prisoner, 
who was wont to be an early riser, sent to inquire 
about him. The marshars valet refused, however, 
to disturb his master. 
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At length, at nine o’clock, the governor forced 
open the door and found the cage empty. 

On her side Madame Bazaine, in order to carry 
out her scheme, had applied to a man who was in- 
debted to her husband for a most important service. 
She appealed to a grateful heart, and gained an 
ally both energetic and devoted. Together they 
settled all the details; she then went under an as- 
sumed name to Genoa, and, under pretext of an 
excursion to Naples, hired for a thousand francs a 
day a little Italian steamer, stipulating that the trip 
should last at least a week, and that it might be 
extended to another week on the same terms. 

The vessel started, but no sooner were they at 
sea than the traveller appeared to change her mind 
and asked the captain if he would object to going 
as far as Cannes to fetch her sister-in-law. The 
sailor willingly consented, and he dropped gnchc^ on 
Sunday evening in the Gulf Juan. 

Madame Bazaine was set on shore and ordered 
the boat to keep within hail. Her devoted accom- 
plice was awaiting her in another boat near the 
promenade of the Croisette, and they crossed the 
channel which, separates the mainland from the little 
island of Sainte-Marguerite. There her husband 
was waiting on the rocks, his clothes torn, face 
bruised and hands bleeding. The sea being rather 
rough, he was obliged to wade through the water to 
reach the boat, which otherwise would have been 
dashed to pieces against the coast. 

When they returned to the mainland, they cast 
the boat adrift. 

They rejoined the first boat, and then at last the 
vessel, which had remained with steam up. Madame 
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Bazaine informed the captain that her sister-in-law 
was not well enough to join her, and pointing to the 
marshal, she added: 

*‘Not having^a servant, I have hired a valet The 
fool has just tumbled down on the rocks and got 
himself in the mess you see. Send him, if you 
please, down to the sailors, and give him what is 
necessary to dress his wounds and mend his clothes.'* 

Bazaine went down and spent llie night in the 
forecastle. 

The next morning at break of day they were out 
at sea; then Madame Razainc again ch?nged her 
mind, and pleading indisposition, had herself taken 
back to Genoa. 

However, the news of the escape had already 
spread, and the populace hearing of it, a ciamoriag 
mob assembled under the hotel windows. The up- 
roar soou became so violent that the terrified land- 
lord insisted on the travellers escaping by a private 
door. 

I relate this story as it was told t6 me, but 1 do not 
vouch for its correctness. 

We drew near the squadron, the heavy ironclads 
standing out in single file, like battle towers built 
in the sea. They were the Colbert, the IJnfastation, 
the Ami?al-I)uperri\ the Cota bet, the Indomptable, 
and the Richehcu; two dispatch boats, the Hiron- 
dclle and the Milan; and font torpedo boats going 
through evolutions in the gulf. 

I wanted to vi-it the Courbet, as it pa.'^scs for the 
most perfect type in the French navy. 

Nothing can give a better idea of human labor, 
of the intricate and formidable labor done by the 
ingeniously clever hands of the puny human animal* 
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than the enormous iron citadels which float and sail 
about, bearing an army of soldiers, an arsenal of 
monstrous arms, the enormous masses of which are 
composed of tiny pieces fitted, soldered, forged, 
bolted together, a toil of ants and giants, which 
shows at the same time all the genius, all the weak- 
ness and all the irretrievable barbarousness of the 
race, so active and so feeble, directing all its efforts 
toward creating instruments for its own self-destruc- 
tion. 

Those who in former days raised up cathedrals in 
stone, carved as finely as any lacework, fairy-Hke 
palaces to shelter childish and pious fancies, were 
they worth less than those who nowadays launch 
forth on the sea these iron houses, real temples of 
Death ? 

At the moment that T leave the ship to get on 
board my cockleshell, I hear the sound of^ firing on 
shore. It is the regiment at Antibes practicing rifle 
shooting on the sands and among the pine woods. 
The smoke rises in white flakes, like evaporating 
clouds of cotton, and 1 can see the red trousers of 
the soldiers as they run along the beach. 

The naval officers suddenly become interested, 
point their glasses landward, and their hearts beat 
faster at this spectacle of mimic warfare. 

At the mere mention of the word war, I am seized 
with a sense of bewilderment, as though I heard of 
witchcraft, of the inquisition, of some far distant 
thing, ended long ago, abominable and monstrous, 
against all natural law. 

When we talk of cannibals, we proudly smile and 
proclaim our superiority over these savages. Which 
are the savages, the true savages ? Those who fight 
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to eat the vanquished or those who fight to kill, onl> 
to kill? 

The gallant little soldiers running about o\u 
there are as surely doomed to death as the flocks o 
sheep driven along the road by the butcher. The 
will fall on some plain, with their heads split ojiti 
by sabre cuts or their chests riddled by bullets, an ^ 
yet they are young men who miglit work, produce 
something, be useful. Their ftillieis are old and 
poverty-stricken, their mothers, who durng twenty 
jears have loved them, adored them as only mother'^ 
can adoie. may perchance hear in six months or a 
year that the son, the child, the big fellow, reared 
with so much care, at such an expense and with so 
much love, has licen cast in a hole like a dead dog, 
after having been upped open by a bullet and tram- 
pled, crushed, nnuTUd bv the rush of , cavalry 
charges Win ha\e thtv killed her boy, her beauti- 
ful ho)',*lier sole liop her nridt her life? She can- 
not undtrst.ind Yvs ind( ul \^h^ 

\\ ai * lighting’ si ring ’ butchering men' 
And to tl ink th it lum, in our own century, With all 
our civili/atioii, with the opansion of science and 
the height of phllo‘'Opl\^ to which the human race ts 
buj'po^^cd to line attuned wi should have schools 
in which we tcvich tlic ait of killing, of kdlmg from 
a distance, to ])tr/ceii m numbers of people at the 
same time, poor icviis, inn Kent men fathers of 
families, men ot untarnished rejiutatioii The most 
a'^louiuling thing is that the pfv)]il do not rise no 
against the governing powti. What elilfeience u 
theic then between monarclnes and republics^ i\ni 
wdiat is moic astounding suH, wh} docs societ; no 
rise up hodil} in icbcllion at the word “war’'? 
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Ah ! We shall ever continue to live borne down 
by the old and odious customs, the criminal preju- 
^ces, the ferocious ideas of our barbarous fore- 
fathers, for we are but animils, and we shall remain 
animals, led only by instinct, and that nothing will 
ever change. 

Should we not have spurned any other than Vic- 
tor Hugo, who should have launched forth the grand 
cry of deliverance and truth? 

“To-day might is called violence, and is beginning 
to be condemned ; war is arraigned. Civilization, at 
the demand of all humanity, directs an inquiry and 
indicts the great criminal brief against conquerors 
and generals. The nations are beginning to under- 
stand that the aggrandizement of a crime can in no 
way lessen it; that if murder is a crime, to murder 
a great many does not create any attenuating cir- 
lumstance, that if robbery is a disgrace, invasion 
tannot be a glory. 

“Ah ! Let us proclaim the peremptory truth, let 
us dishonor war." 

Idle anger, poetic indignation ! War is more ven- 
erated than ever. 

A clever artist in such matters, a slaughtering 
genius, MonsK'ur de Moltke replied one day to some 
peace delegates in the following extraordinary 
words . 

“War is holy and of divine institution; it is one 
of the sacred laws of natuie, it keeps alive in men 
^1 the great and noble sentiments, honor, disinter- 
estedness, virtue, courage, in one wuid, it prevents 
tiiem from falling into the most hideous material- 
ism.’' 

Therefore to collect a herd of some four hundred 
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thousand men, march day and night without respite# 
to think of nothing, study nothing, learn nothing, 
read nothing, be of no earthly use to any one, rot 
with dirt, lie down in mire, live like brutes in a 
continual besotment, pillage towns, burn villages, 
ruin nations; then meeting another similar agglom- 
eration of human flesh, rush iij)on it, shed lakes of 
blood, cover plains with pounded flesh mingled with 
muddy and bloody earth; pile up heaps of slain; 
have arms and legs blown off, brains scattered with- 
out benefit to any one, and perisli at the corner of 
some field while your old parent^, yoat wife and 
children arc dying of hunger, this is what is called 
not falling into the most hideous materialism! 

Warriors are the scourges of the earth. We 
struggle against nature and ignorance, against ob- 
stacles of all kinds, in order to lessen the hardships 
of our jpiscrable existence. Men, benefactors, schol- 
ars wear out Uuir lives toiling, seeking what may 
help, what may solace their brethren. Eager in their 
useful woik, ihev pile up discovery on discovery, 
enlarging the human mind, extending science, adding 
something each day to the stock of human knowl- 
edge, to the welfare, the comfort, the strength of 
Iheir country. 

War is declared. In six months the generals have 
destroyed the efforts of twenty years’ patience and 
genius. And this is what is called not falling into 
the most hideous materialism. 

We have seen war. We have seen men maddened 
and gone back to their brute estate killing for mere 
pleasure, killing out of terror, out of bravado, from 
sheer ostentation. Then, when right no longer ex- 
ists, when law is dead, when all notion of justice has 
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disappeared, we have seen ruthlessly shot down in- 
nocent beings who, picked up along the road, had 
become objects of suspicion simply because they 
were afraid. We have seen dogs as they lay chained 
up at their master^s gate killed in order to try a new 
revolver; we have seen cows riddled with bullets 
as they lay in the fields, without reason, only to fire 
off guns, just for fun. 

And this is what is called not falling into the 
most hideous materialism. To invade a country, to 
kill the man who defends his home on the plea that 
he wears a smock and has no forage cap on his head, 
to burn down the houses of the poor creatures who 
are without bread, to break, to steal furniture, drink 
the wine found in the cellars, violate the women 
found in the streets, consume thousands of francs’ 

, worth of powder and leave behind misery and 
cholera. 

» 

This is what is called not falling into the most 
hideous materialism. 

What have they ever done to show their intelli- 
gence, these valiant warriors? Nothing. What 
have they invented? Guns and cannons. That is 
all. 

The inventor of the wheelbarrow, has he not done 
more for humanity by the simple and practical idea 
of fitting a wheel between two poles than the in- 
ventor of modern fortifications? 

What remains of Greece? Books and marbles. 
Is she great by what she conquered or by what she 
produced? Was it the invasion of the Persians that 
prevented her from falling into the most hideous 
materialism? Was it the invasion of the barbarians 
that saved Rome and regenerated her? 
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Did Napoleon the First continue the great intel- 
lectual movement begun by the philosophers ft the 
end of the last century ? 

Well, yes, since governments assume the right of 
death over the people, there is nothing astonishing 
in the people sometimes assuming the right of death 
over governments. 

They defend themselves. They are right. No one 
has an absolute right to govern others. It can only 
be done for the good of those who arc governed. 
Whosoever governs must consider it as much his 
duty to avojd war as it is that of the captain of a 
vessel to avoid shipwreck. 

When a captain has lost his ship, he is judged 
and condemned if found guilty of negligence or even 
of incapacity. 

Why should not governments be lirought ""before a 
tribunal ait t e^cry declaiation ot war:^ If the peo- 
ple under stov)(l tlii*^, if they to«)k tlie law into their 
own hands against the murdering j)Owers, if they 
refused to allow themscKes to be killed without a 
reason, if they used their weapons against those who 
distributed them to slaugliter with, that day war 
would iTKkcd be a dead letter. Hut that day will 
never dawn ! 


CHAPTER III 

Aoay, April Sth. 

“Fine weather, sir.” 

I get up and go on de-'k. It is three o’clock in 
the morning The sea is calm, the infinite heavens 
look like an niiineiise dark vault sown with grains 
of tire. A very light breeze comes from off the land- 
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The coffee is hot. We swallow it down, and, with- 
out losing a moment, in order to take advantage of 
the favorable wind, we set sail. 

Once more we glide over the waters toward the 
open sea. The coast disappears, all around us looks 
black. It is indeed a sensation, a disturbing and 
delicious emotion to plunji^e onward into the empty 
night, into the deep silence on the sea, far from 
everything. It seems as though one were quitting 
the world, as though one would never reach any land, 
as though there were no more shores and even no 
more days. At my feet a little lantern throws a light 
upon the compass that guides me on my way. We 
must run at least three miles in the open when the 
sun has risen, to round Cape Roux and the Dram- 
mont in safety, whatever may be the wind. To avoid 
any accidents, I have had the warning lights lit, red 
on the port and gieen on the starboard side. And I 
am enraptured wilh this silent, uninterrupted, quiet 
flight. 

Suddenly a cry is heard in front of us. I am 
startled, for the voice is near; and I can perceive 
nothing, nothing but the obscure wall of darkness 
into which I am plunging and which closes again 
behind me. Raymond, who is on watch in the bows, 
says to me : “ Tis a tartan going east. Put the helm 
up, sir; w-e shall pass astern.” And of a sudden, 
uigh at hand, uprises a vague but startling phan- 
tom, the large drifting shadow of a big sail, seen but 
for a few seconds and quickly vanishing. Nothing 
is more strange, more fantastic and more thrilling 
than these rapid apparitions at sea during the night. 
The fishing and sand boats carry no lights ; they are, 
therefore, only seen as they pass us by, leaving us 
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with the impression as of some supernatural en- 
counter. 

I hear in the distance the whistling of a bird. It 
approaches, passes by and goes oft. Oh, that I could 
rove like that * 

At last dawn breaks, slowly, gently, without a 
cloud, and the day begins, a real summer's day. 

Raymond asserts that we shall have an east wind, 
Bernard still believes m a westeily one and advises 
my changing our course and sailing on tlie starboard 
tack straight tov.ard the Drammont. which stands 
out in the distance. I at once agree with him, and 
under the gentle breath of a dying breeze we draw 
nearer to tlic Kc^terd The long red shore drops into 
the blue water, gi^ mg it a violet tinge. It is strange, 
pretty, bristling with numberless points and gulfs, 
capricious and coquettish rocks, the thousand fancies 
|f a m«cb-adinired mountain On its shapes the pine 
forests reach up to the granite sunnnits, ^\hich re- 
semble cdst]<s, towns and armies of stones running 
after each other And at its foot the sea is so clear 
that the sandy shoals or t^e w^eccly bottoms can be 
distinguished. 

Ay, verilv, T do feel on certain day^ t>uch a horror 
of all that IS that J long for death. The invari- 
able monotony of landsv^apes, face-:, and thoughts be- 
comes ail inten^ ‘!y acute suffering The common- 
placencss of the unnerse astonishes and revolts me, 
the littleness of all thing'5 fills me wuh di-giist, and I 
am overwhelmed at the in< agrene^s of human life. 

At other times, on the C' ntrary, 1 enjo} everything 
as an animal does. If niy restless, agitated mind, 
hypertrophied bj w^ork, bounds onward to hopes that 
are not those of our race, and then, after having 
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realized that all is vanity, falls back into a contempt 
for all that is, my animal body, at least, is enraptured 
with all the intoxication of life. Like the birds, I 
love the sky ; like the prowling wolf, the forests ; I 
delight in rocky heights, like a chamois; the thick 
grass I love to roll in and gallop over like a horse, 
and, like a fish, I revel rp the clear waters I feel 
thrilling within me the sensations of all the different 
species of animals, of all their instincts, of all the 
confused longings of inferior creatures. I love the 
earth as they do, not as other men do , I love it with- 
out admiring it, without poetry, without exaltation; 
I love with a deep and animal attachment, contempt- 
ible yet holy, all that lives, all that grows all we see; 
for all this, leaving my spirit calm, excites only my 
eyes and my heart, the days, the nights, the rivers, 
the seas, the storms, the woods, the hues of dawn, 
the glance of woman, her very touch. , 

The gentle ripple of water on the sandy shore or 
in the rocky granite affects and moves me, and the 
joy that fills me as I feel myself driven forward by 
the wind and carried along by the waves, proceeds 
from the abandonment of myself to the mere brute 
and natural forces of creation, from the fact of my 
return to a primitive state 

When the weather is beautiful, as it is to day, I 
feel in my veins the blood of the lascivious and vaga- 
bond fauns of olden times. T am no longer the 
brother of mankind, but the brother of all creatures 
and of all nature ! 

The sun mounts above the horizon. The breeze 
dies away as it did the day before yesterday, but the 
west wind foretold by Bernard does not rise any 
more than the easterly one announced by Raymond. 
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Till ten o'clock we float motionless like a wreck, 
then a little breath from the open sea starts us on 
our road, falls, rises again, seems to mock us, glanc- 
ing across the sail, promising at each moment a 
breeze that does not come. It is nothing, a mere 
whif¥, a flutter of a fan: nevertheless it is sufficient 
to prevent our being stationary. The porpoises, 
those clowns of the sea, play about around us, dash- 
ing out of the water with rapid bounds, as though 
they would take flight, striking into the air like 
lightning, then plunging and rising again farther off. 

At about one o’clock, as we lay broadside on to 
Agay, the breeze died away, and I saw that I should 
sleep out at sea if I did not man the boat to tow the 
yacht into the bay, 

I therefore made the two men get into the dingey, 
and when at a distance of some thirty yards or so 
they began to tug me along. A fieice sun was glar- 
ing on the water, and its burning rays beat down 
upon the deck. 

The two sailoi s rowed in slow and regular fashion 
like worn-out cranks, which, though working with 
difficulty, ceaselessly continue their mechanical labor. 

The Bay of Agay forms a very pretty dock, well 
sheltered and closed on one side by upright red 
rocks, overlooked by the semaphore on the summit 
of the mountain and prolonged toward the open sea 
by the He d’Or, so called on account of its color; 
while on the other side is a line of sunken rocks and 
a small headland level with the surface of the water, 
bearing a lighthouse to n’ark the entry. 

At the farther end is an inn, ready for the enter- 
tainment of skippers of vessels that have taken 
refuge there from stress of weather, or for fishermen 
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during the summer; and a railway station where 
trains only stop twice a day, and where no one ever 
gets out; and a pretty river that winds away into 
the Esterel, as far as the valley named Malin-fermet, 
which is as full of pink oleanders as any African 
ravine. 

No road leads from the interior to this delicious 
bay. Only a pathway lakes you to Saint-Raphael, 
passing through the porphyry quarries of Dram- 
mont; but no vehicle could traverse it. We are, 
therefore, quite lost in the mountain. 

I resolved to wander about till nightfall in the 
paths bordered by cytisus and gum The 

strong, perfumed odor of native plants filled the air, 
mingling with the powerful rcsinor breath of the 
forest, which seemed to be panting in the heal 

After an honris walk, T was deep among the pine 
trees, scattered sparsely on a gentle declivity of the 
mountain. The purple granite rocks — the 1>unes of 
the earth — seemed leddened by the enn, and 1 
wended my way slowly, happy as the li/aid^: must be 
on burning hot stones, when I percci\ed on the sum- 
mit of the mounlam, coming toward me, without 
seeing me, xwo lovers lost in the depth', of then love 
dream. 

Twas a charmingly pretty sight On they came, 
with aims entwined, moving with heedless footsteps 
through the alternating sun and shade that flecked 
the sloping banks. 

She appeared to me very graceful and very sim- 
ple, with a gray travelling dress and a dashing co- 
quettish felt hat I hardly saw him; I only noticed 
that he seemed well bred. I had seated myself behind 
the trunk of a pine tree, to watch them pass by. 
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They did not perceive me, and continued their dc* 
scent with interlocked arms, silently and without a 
word, so absorbed were they in their love. 

When I lost sight of them I felt as though a sad- 
ness had fallen on my heart. A felicity that I did 
not know had passed near me, and I surmised that it 
was the greatest felicity of all. I returned toward 
the Bay of Agay, too dejected now to continue my 
stroll. 

Until the evening I lay stretched out 0*1 the grass 
by the side of the river, and at about seven o'clock I 
went into the inn for dinner. 

My men had notified the innkeeper, and he was 
expecting me. My table was set in the whitewashed 
room beside another table, at w'hich sat my lovers 
opposite each other, fondly gazing into each othert 
eyes. 

I felt ^ashamed at disturbing them, as though 1 
were committing a mean and unbecoming action. 

They stared at me for a few scnconds, and then 
resumed their low-toned conversation. 

The innkeeper, who had known me for a long 
time, took a seat near mine. He talked of wild 
boars and rabbits, the fine weather, the mistral, about 
an Italian captain who had slept at the inn a few 
nights before, and then to flatter my vanity, he 
praised my yacht, the black hull of which I could 
see through the window, with its tall mast, and my 
red and white pennant floating aloft. 

My neighbors, who had eaten very rapidly, soon 
left. As for me, 1 dawdled about, looking at the 
young moon shedding its soft rays over the Httle 
roadstead. At last I saw my dingey nearing the 
sho^ scattering lines of silver as it advanced 
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through the pale, motionless light that fell upon the 
water. 

As I went down to my boat, I saw the lovers 
standing on the beach gazing at the sea. 

And as I rowed away rapidly T still distinguished 
their outline on the shore, their shadows erect side 
by side. They seemed to fill the bay, the night, the 
heavens with a symbolic grandeur, so widespread 
was the atmosphere of love they diffused around 
them. 

And when I reached my yacht, I remained seated 
a long while on deck, overcome with sadness with- 
out knowing wdierefore, filled with regrets without 
knowing why, unwilling even to decide on going 
down to my cabin, as though I would fain absorb a 
little more of the tenderness they had diffused 
around them. Suddenly one of the wnidows of the 
inn was lit up, and I saw their profiles on the bright 
background. Then my loneliness overpowered me, 
and in the balminess of the springlike night, at the 
soft sound of the waves on the sand, under the 
crescent moon shedding its rays over the sea, I felt 
in my heart such an intense desire to love that I 
was near crying out in my envious distress. 

Then, all at once, I became ashamed of this 
weakness, and, unwilling to admit to myself that I 
was a man like, another, I accused the moonshine of 
disturbing my reason. 

I have, moreover, always believed that the moon 
exercises a mysterious influence on the human brain. 

It fills poets with vagaries, rendering them de^ 
lightful or ridiculous, and produces on lovers’ affec- 
tions the effect of Ruhmkorff’s pil^ on electric cur- 
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rents. The man who loves in a normal manner in 
the sunlight adores with frenzy beneath the moon. 

A youthful and charming woman maintained to 
me one day, I forget on what occasion, that moon- 
strokes arc infinitely more dangerous than sun- 
strokes, They are caught, she said, unawares, out 
walking perchance on a beautiful night, and they 
are incurable ; you remain mad ; not raving mad, not 
mad enouejh to be shut up, but mad of a special mad- 
ness, gentle, incurable ; and you no longer think on 
any subject like other men. 

I have certainly been moonstruck to-n’ght, for I 
feel strangely unreasonable and lightheaided ; and 
the little crescent moon in its downward course 
tow^ard the sea affects me, melts me to tears, and 
rends my heart 

Wherein lies the power of seduction Qf this 
moon, agt‘d dead planet that it is, rambling through 
the heavens with its yellow face and sad, ghostly 
light, that it should thus agitate us, beings whom 
even our vagabond thoughts disturb? 

Do we love it because it is dead? as the poet 
Haraucourt says: 

“Puis ce fut I’age blond dcs tiedurs et des vents. 

La iunc st peupla de raurmiircs vivants 

Ll!e eut dti mtrs sans fond et des fleuves sans notnbrc, 

Des troupeaux, dts cites, des pleurs, dcs ens joyeux; 

File eut I’amour, elle eut ses arts, ses lois, ses dieux, 

Et lentement rentr'^ dans Tombre ” 

Do we love it because the poets, to whom we owe 
the eternal illusion that sur*‘Oun(ls us in this world, 
have dimmed our sight by all the images they have 
seen in its pallid rays, have taught our over-excited 
sensibility to feel in a thousand different ways the 
soft and monotonous effects it sheds over the wsfld? 
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When it rises behind the trees, when it pours 
forth its shimmering light on the flowing river, 
when it descends through the boughs on to the sand 
of the shaded alleys, when it mounts solitary in the 
black and empty sky, when it dips toward the sea^ 
stretching out on the undulating surface of the 
waters a vast pathway of light, are we not haunted 
by all the charming veises with which it has in- 
spired great dreamers ? 

If we wander forth by night in a joyous mood 
and see its full circle, round like a yellow eye, watch- 
ing us, perched just over a roof, Musset’s immortal 
ballad is recalled to our mind. 

And is it not he, the mocking poet, who imme- 
diately presents it to us through his eyes? 

’etait dans la uuit, brune* 

Sur le clocher jautii 
La lune 

Coin me iin point sur iin I 

“Lunf, quel esprit sombre 
J'roriKiru* au bout d’un fil, 

Dins Dimbre, 

Ta fact ou ton profiP" 

If we walk on some evening when we feel sad, 
on the beach by the ocean illurnin Uui by ravs, do 
we not, in spite of ourselves, at once recite ti^e two 
grand and melancholy lines: 

“Seule au do^'SMS dt*> mers, la Iiiue 
Laisit dans Its flotj> nous tombtr ses nUurs d’arj^ent ” 

If we awake, to find our bed light, d i.p hy a long 
beam coming in at the window, dn wc not feel at 
once as though the white figure ‘noked hy atulle 
Mendes were descending upon us . 

“Elle venait, a\tt vn Iis ibii-'e mam, 

La iienlc d’un ra^on lui dc cntmin ’* 
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If, in some evening walk in the country, we sud- 
denly hear the long, sinister howl of a farm dog, are 
we not forcibly struck by the recollection of the ad- 
mirable poem of Lecor.lJ de Lisle, "Les Hur- 
leurs" : 


“Seule, la lune pale, en ^cartant la nue, 
Oimme une mornc lampe, oscillait tnstement, 
Monde muet, marque d^un signe de col^re, 
Debris d’tin globt mort att basird dispers6, 
Elle laissait tombtr de son orbe glace 
Un reflet sepulcral sur Toc^an polaire.” 


At the evening trysting place, one saunters 
slowly through the leafy path, with arm encircling 
the beloved one, pressing her hand, and kissing her 
brow. She is perhaps a little tired, a little agitated, 
and walks with lagging step. 

A bench appears in sight, under the leaves bathed 
ky the soft light, as by a calm shower. 

In our hearts and minds, like an exquisite love- 
song, the two charming lines start up : 


**Ft r^^veillei, pour s’a^seoir a sa place, 
Lc clair de lunt endornii sur le banc'” 


Can one lessening crescent, as on this 

evenings, cast iis fair profile on tlie vast skv spdngled 
with stars, viithont thinking of the end of that mas- 
terpiece of \"ictcr Hugo’s which is called “Boa^ 
Endornn ’ . 


. , And Ruth mtitionless. 

Askrd Iter tlf, die cpcned her naif closed ne bepeatk 
Wb^i (>otl wl r mnfr tf tie fternal summer 
Had n<.g)iv’‘tnilv thumn as b< pa sid by 
This n stkl n tb starrv 1 tld 
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And who has better described the moon, courteous 
and tender to all lovers, than Hugo: 

Night fell, all was hushed; the torches died out 
Under the darkening woods, the springs lamented* 

The nightingale, hidden in its shady nest, 

Sang like a poet and like a lover. 

In the depths of the dark foliage all dispersed. 

The madcaps laughing carried off the wise, 

The fair one disappeared in the gloom with her lover, 

And with the vague trouble of some dream 
They felt by degrees intermifiigled with then souls, 

With their secret thoughts, with their glances of flame, 

With their hearts, their senses, with their yielding reason. 
The blue moonlight that bathed the vast horizon 

And I remember also the admirable prayer to 
the moon which is the opening scene of the eleventh 
book of Apuleius’ “Golden Ass/' 

Still, all the songs of mankind are not enough to 
fill our hearts with the senlinv^ntal sadness with 
which this poor planet inspire? us. 

We pity the moon, in spite of ourselves, without 
knowing the reason, and this is why we love it. 

Our very affection for it is mingled w*ith com- 
passion; we feel pity for it as for an old maid, for 
we vaguely feel, the poet? notwithstanding, that 
ir is not a corpse, but a cold virgin. 

Planets, like women, need a husband, and the 
poor moon, disdained b'' the snn, is nothing more 
nor less than an old maid, as we mortals say. 

And it is for this reason that, with its timid light, 
it fills us with hopes that cannot be realized, and 
desires that cannot be fulfilled 
All that we vainly and dimly wait and hope for 
upon this earth works m our hearts like mysterious 
but powerkss sap, beneath the pale rays of the 
moon. When wc laise oiir eyes to it, we quiver with 
inexpressible tenderness and are thrilled by impos- 
sible dreams ! 
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The narrow crescent, a mere thread of gold, now 
dipped its keen, gleaming point in the water, and 
gradually plunged gently and slowly till the other 
point, so delicate that I couM not detect the moment 
of its vanishing, had also disappeared. 

Then I raised my eyes toward the inn. The 
lighted window was closed A dull melancholy 
crushed my heart, and I went below. 

No sooner had I lain down than I felt sleep was 
impossible, and 1 remained lying on my back with 
my eyes closed, my thoughts on the alert, and all my 
nerves quivering. Not a motion, not a sound, near 
or far, nothing but the breathing of the two sailors 
through the thin bulkhead, could be heard. 

Suddenly something grated. What was it? I 
know not. Some block in the rigging, no doubt; 
but the tone — tender, plaintive and mournful*^! the 
sound sent a thrill through me; then nothing more. 
An infinite silence seemed to spread from the earth 
to the stars; nothing more — not a breath, not a 
shiver on the waters, not a vibration of the yacht, 
nothing; and then again the slight and unrecogniz- 
able moan recommenced. It seemed to me as I lis- 
tened as though a jagged blade were sawing at my 
heart. Just as certain noises, certain notes, certain 
voices harrow us, and in one second pour into our 
soul all it can contain of sorrow, despair, and 
anguish. I listened expectantly, and heard it again, 
the identical sound, which now seemed to emanate 
from my own self — to be vTung from my nerves — 
or, rather, to resound within me in a secret, deep 
and desolate cry. Yes, it was a cruel though fa- 
miliar voice, an expected voice that filled me with 
despair. It passed over me with its weird and 
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feeble tones as an uncanny thing sowing broadcast 
the appalling terrors of delirium, for it had power 
to awake the horrible anguish which lies slumbering 
in the inmost heart of every living man. What waf 
it? It was the voice ringing with reproaches whiclk 
tortures our soul, clamoring ceaselessly, obscure, 
painful, harassing; a voice, unappeasable and mys- 
terious, which will not be ignored; ferocious in its 
reproaches for what we have done, as well as for 
what we have left undone; the voice of vague re- 
morse, of useless regrets, of days gone b}, of women 
unloved; of joys that were vain, and hopes that are 
dead; the voice of the past, of all that has disap- 
pointed us, ha® fled and disappeared forever, of what 
we have not attained, and never sh.all attain; the 
small still voice which ever proclaims the failure of 
our life, the uselessness of our effort"-, the impotence 
of our minds, anj the weakness of our fla^h 

It spoke to me in that short whisper, recommenc- 
ing after each dismal silence of the dark night; it 
spoke of all I would have loved, ot .ill that I had 
vaguely desired, expected, dreamed of; all that I 
would have longed to sec, to undf*rs1aud. to know, 
to taste, all that my insatiable, poor and weak spirit 
had gilded with a useless hope, all that tow aid which 
it had been tempted to soar, without being able to 
tear asunder the chains of ignorance (hat held it. 

Ah ! I have coveted all, and delighted in nothing. 
I should have required the vitality of a whole race, 
the varying intelligence, all the faculties, all the 
powers scattered among all beings, and thousands 
of existences in reserve; for I bear within myself 
every desire and every curiosity, and I am com- 
pell^ to see all, and grasp nothing. 
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Whence, therefore, arises this suffering in the 
fact of living, since to the generality of men it only 
brings satisfaction? Wherefore this unknown tor- 
ture which preys upon me? Why should I not know 
the reality of pleasure, expectation anJ nossession? 

It is because I carry within me that second sight 
which is at the same time the power and the despair 
of writers. I write because I understand and suffer 
with all that exists, because I know too well, and 
above all, because without being able to enjoy any- 
thing, I contemplate it inwardly in the mirror of my 
mind. 

Let no one envy, but rather pity us, for it is in 
this that the literary man differs from his fellow 
creatures. 

For him no simple feeling any longer exists. All 
he sees, his joy.^ his pleasures, his suffering, his 
jespair, {^11 instantaneously become subjects of ob- 
servation. In spite of all, in spite of himself, he 
analyzes everything, hearts, faces, gestures, intona- 
tions. As soon as he has seen, whatever it may be, 
he must know the wherefore. He has not a spark 
of enthusiasm, not a cry, not a kiss that is spontane- 
ous, not one instantaneous action done merely be- 
cause it must he done, unconsciously, without reflec- 
tion, without understanding, without noting it down 
afterward. 

If he suffers, lie notes down his suffering, and 
classes it in his memory; he says to himself as he 
leaves the cemetery where he has left the being he 
has loved most m the world: “It is curious what I 
felt; it was like an intoxication of pain. etc. . . ” 
And then he recalls all the details, the attitude of 
those about him, the discordant gestures of fe.gned 
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grief, the insincere faces, and a thousand little in- 
significant trifles, artistic details — the sign of the 
cross made by an old woman leading a child, a ray 
of light through a window, a dog that crossed the 
funeral procession, the effect of the hearse un^Jer 
the tall yew trees in the cemetery, the face of the 
undertaker and its muscular contraction tlie strain 
of the four men who lowered the cothn into the 
grave, a thousand things in tact that a pocji lelhiw 
suffering with all his heart, soul and strength would 
never have noticed* 

He has seen all, noticed all, remembered rll, in 
spite of himself, bccau^-e he is, above all else, a 
literary man, and his intellect is con'^tnicted m such 
a manner that the rcveibcralion in him i*:* much 
more vivid, more natural, so to speak, than tne first 
shock, the echo more sonorous than the oiigmal 
sound. 4 

He seems to have two souls, one that notes, ex- 
plains, comments on each sensation ot its noiglibor, 
the natural soul common to all men, and Ik lives 
condemned to be the mere reflection of himself or 
of others; condemned to look cm, aiul sec himself 
feel, act, love, think, suffer, and never he free hie 
the rest of mankind, simply, genially, frankl) , with- 
out analyzing his own soul aftci ever} joy and 
every sob 

[f he converses, his words often wear the air of 
slander, and that only because he is clairvoyant, and 
cannot avoid analyzing the secret springs which 
regulate the feelings and actions of others. 

If he writes, he cannot refrain from putting into 
his books all that he has seen, all he has gathered, all 
he knows ; he makes no exception in favor of friends 
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or relations, but he pitilessly lays bare the hearts of 
those he loves or has loved, with a cruel impar- 
tiality — exaggerating even to make the effect more 
powerful — wholly absorbed by his work, and in no 
wise by his affections. 

And if he loves, if he loves a woman, he will dis- 
sect her, as he would a corpse in a hospital. All she 
says, all she does, is instantly weighed in the deli- 
cate analytical scales which he carries within him, 
and is docketed according to its documentary im- 
portance. If, in an unpremeditated impulse, she 
thiows herself on his neck, he will judge ihe action, 
according to its opportuneness, its fitness, its dra- 
matic power, and will tacitly condemn it, if he feels 
it artificial or badly done. 

Actor and spectator of himself and of others, he 
is never solely an actor, like the good folk who take 
life easily. Iwerything around him becomes trans- 
parent, hearts, deeds, secret intentions; and he suf- 
fers from a strange malady, a kind of duality of the 
mind, that makes of him a terribly vibrating and 
complicated piece of machinery, fatiguing even to 
himself. 

Owing to his peculiarly morbid sensibility, he is 
no happier than one flayed alive, to whom nearly 
every sensation becomes a torture. 

1 can remember dark days, in which my heart was 
so lacerated by things ] had only caught sight of for 
a second that the memory of those visions has re- 
mained within me like grieve us wounds. 

One morning, in the Avenue de TOpera, in the 
midst of a stirring and joyous crowd, intoxicated 
with the sunliglit of the month of May, I suddenly 
caught sight of a creature, for whom one could find 
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no name, an old woman bent double, dressed in tat- 
ters that had been garments, with an old straw bon- 
net stripped of its former ornaments, the ribbons 
and flowers having disappeared in times imuio- 
morial. And she went by, dragging her feet along 
so painfully^ that I felt in my heart, as much as she 
didr more than she could, the aching pain of each of 
her steps. Two sticks supported her. She passed 
along without seeing any one, indifferent to all — 
to the noise, the crowd, the carriages and the sun ! 
Where was she going ? She carried soniething in a 
paper patcel hanging by a string. What was it? 
Bread? Yes, without a doubt. Nobody, no neigh- 
bor had been able or willing to do this errand for 
her, and she had undertaken herself the terrible 
journey from her garret to the baker. A t least two 
hours must she spend, going and coming. And what 
a mournful struggle! Surely as fearful a road as 
that of Christ on Ilis way to Calvary! 

I raised my eyes toward the roofs of the tall 
houses. She was going up there ! When would she 
get there? How many panting pauses on the steps, 
in the little stairway so black and winding? 

Every one turned round to look at her! They 
murmured “Poor woman 1“ and passed on. Her 
skirt, her rag of a skirt, hardly holding to her dilapi- 
dated body, draggled on tlie pavement. And there 
was a mind there i A mirki ? No, but fearful, inces- 
sant harassing suffering' Oh, the misery of the 
aged without bread, the aged without hope, without 
children, without money, with nothing before them 
but death ; do we ever think of it ? Do we ever think 
of the aged famished creatures in the garrets? Do 
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we think of the tears shed by those dimmed eyes, 
once bright, joyous, full of happy emotion? 

Another time, it was raining, I was alone, shoot- 
ing in the plains of Normandy, plodding through the 
deep-ploughed fields of greasy mud that melted and 
slipped under my feet. From time to time, a. par- 
tridge surprised, hiding behind a clod of earth, %ew 
off heavily through the downpour. The report 
my giln, smothered by the sheet of water that fefe^ 
from the skies, hardly sounded louder than the crack 
of a whip, and the gray bird fell, its feathers be- 
spattered with blood, 

I felt sad enough to weep, to weep like the showers 
that were pouring down on the woilJ, and on me; 
my heart was filled with sadness and I was over- 
come with fatigue, so that I could hardly raise my 
feet, heavily coated as they were with the clay soil. 
I was returning home when I saw in the middle of 
the fields "the doctor’s gig following a cross-road. 

The low black carriage was passing along, cov- 
ered by its round hood and drawn by a brown horse, 
like an omui of death wandering through the coun- 
try on tins Sinister day. Su<hlenly it pulled up, the 
doctor’^ head ma'^e its appearance, and he called 
out: 

“Hullo there t” 

I wtnt to waul him, and he said: 

“Will help rue to nurse a case of diphtheria? 
I am all ahme, and 1 want some one to hold the 
woman, while I take out th^ false membiane from 
her throat “ 

“I'll conic with you,” I replied, and I got into 
his carriage . 

He told me the following story: 
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Diphtheria, terrible diphtheria that suffocates un- 
happy creatures, had made its appearance at poor 
Martinet's farm. 

Both father and son had died at the beginning 
of the week. The mother and daughter were now 
in their turn dying. 

A neighbor who was nursing them, feeling sud- 
denly unwell, had taken flight the day before, leaving 
the fdoor wide open, and abandoning the two sick 
people on their straw pallets, alone, without any- 
thing to drink, choking, suffocating, dying, alone, 
for the last twenty-four hours * 

The doctor had cleaned out the mother’s throat 
and made her swallow; but the child, maddened by 
pain and the anguish of suffocation, had buried and 
hidden its head in the straw ht(Vling, absolutely re- 
fusing to allow itself to be touched 
The doctor, accustomed to such scenes, repeated 
in a sad and resigned voice 

‘T cannot uallv spend all da\ with these pa- 
tients. Ry Jo\c ’ these people do give one a heart- 
ache. Whin you think that they have remained 
twenty-four hours wilhout drinking The wind blew 
the ram in on t'lur very beds All the hens had 
taken sbdtii in the fin place' 

We re^icheJ the farm The doctor fastened his 
horse to the bough of an apple trie before the door, 
and we went in A strong smtll of siekness and 
damp, of kvci and moldiuess (»t hospiial and cellar 
greeted our nostiils as we (iittied In Ihi'i gray 
and dismal house, firekss and without ^ign of life, 
It was bitteih cold, the swampy chill o1 a marsh. 
The clock had stopped; the rain fedl down into the 
great fireplace, where the hens had scattered the 
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ashes, and we heard in a dark corner the noise of 
a pair of bellows, husky and rapid. It was the 
breathing of the child. The mother, stretched out 
in a kind of large wooden box, the peasant’s bed, 
and covered with old rags and old clothes, seemed 
to rest quietly. She slightly turned her head towand 
us. 

The doctor inquired: 

“Have you got a candle?” 

She answered in a low, distressing tone: 

“In the cupboard.” 

He took the light, and led me to the farther end 
of the room toward the little girl’s crib. 

She lay gasping, with emaciated cheeks, glisten- 
ing eyes, and tangled hair, a pitiable sight. At each 
breath deep hollows could be seen in her thin, 
slraincvl neck. .Str<tche'’ out on 1 er back, she con- 
vulsively ^cliUclKd with both hauils the rags that 
covered her, and directly she caught sight (>t us, she 
turned her face away, and hid herself in the straw. 

I took hold of her shoulders, and the doctor, forc- 
ing her to open her mouth, pulled out of her throat 
a long white strip of skin, which seemed to me as 
dry as a bit of leatlier 

Her bteathing immediately became easier, and 
she drank a little. The mother, raising herself on 
her elbow, watched us She stammered out: 

“Is it done?" 

“Yes, it’s done.” 

“Are we going to be left 1 11 alone?” 

A terror, a terrible terror shook her voice, the 
terror of solitude, of loneliness, of darkness, and of 
death that she felt so near to her. 

I answered: 
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"No, my good woman, I will stay till the doctor 
sends you a nurse,” 

And, turning toward the doctor, I added: 

"Send old Mother Mauduit; I will pay her.” 

“Very well, I'll send her at once.” 

He shook my hand and went out ; and I heard his 
gig drive off, over the damp road. 

I was left alone with the two dying creatures. 

My dog Paf had lain down in front of the empty 
hearth, and this reminded me that a little fire would 
be good for us all. I therefore went out to seek for 
wood and straw, and soon a bright flame lit up the 
whole room, and the bed of the sick child, who was 
again gasping for breath. 

I sat down and stretched out my legs in front 
of the fire. 

The rain was beating against the window panes, 
the wind rattled over the roof. I heard the short, 
hard wheezing breath of the two women, and the 
breathing of my dog, who sighed with pleasure, 
curled up before the bright fireplace. 

Life! life! what is it? These two unhappy crea- 
tures, who had always slept on straw, eaten black 
bread, suffered every kind of misery, were about to 
die! What had they done? The father was dead, 
the son was dead. The poor souls had always passed 
for honest folk, had been liked and esteemed as 
simple and worthy fellows ! 

I watched my steaming boots and my sleeping 
dog, and there arose within me, a shameful and sen- 
suous contentment, as I compared my lot with that 
of these slaves. 

The little girl seemed to choke, and suddenly the 
grating sound became an intolerable suffering to 
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me, lacerating me like a dagger, which at each 
stroke pierced my heart. 

I went toward her: 

“Will you drink?" I said. 

She moved her head to say yes, and I poured a 
few drops of water down her throat, but she could 
not swallow them. 

The mother, who was quieter, had turned round 
to look at her child; and all at once a feeling of 
dread took possession of me, a sinister dread that 
passed over me, like the touch of some invisible 
monster. Where was I? I no longer knew I Was 
I dreaming? What horrible nightmare was this? 

Is it true that such things happen? that one dies 
like this? And 1 glanced into all the dark comers 
ef the cottage, as though I expected to see crouching 
in some obscure angle a hideous, unmentionable, ter- 
rifying tiling, the thing which lies in wait for the 
lives of men, and kills, devours, crushes, strangles 
them ; the thing that delights in red blood, eyes glis- 
tening with fever, wrinkles and scars, white hair and 
decay. 

The fire was dying out. I threw some more wood 
on it, and warmed my back, shuddering in every 
limb. At least, I hoped to die in a good room, with 
doctors around my bed and medicines on the tables 1 
And these women had been all alone for twenty- 
four hours m this wretched hovel, without a fire, 
stretched on the straw with the death rattle in their 
throats ! At last I heard tl-'’ trot of a horse and the 
sounds of wheels; and the nurse came in coolly, 
pleased at finding some work to do, and showing 
little surprise at the sight of such misery. 

I left her some money and fled with my dog; I 
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flod like a malefactor, running away in the rain; 
with the rattle of those two throats still ringing in 
my ears — running toward my warm home where my 
servants were awaiting me and preparing my good 
dinner. 

But I shall never forget that scene, nor many 
other dreadful things that make me loathe this 
world. 

What would I not give at times to be allowed not 
to think, not to feel, to live like an animal in a warm, 
clear atmosphere, in a country mellow with golden 
light, devoid of the raw, crude tones of verdure, a 
country of the East where I might sleep without 
weariness, and wake without care, where restless- 
ness IS not anxiety, where love is free from torture, 
and existence is not a burden. 

f should choose there a large square dwelling, like 
a huge box sparkling in the sun. 

From the terrace I should look upon the sea and 
the white winglike pointed sails of the Greek and 
Turkish boats, as they flit to and fro. The outer 
walls have hardly any apertures. A large garden, 
with air heavily laden under the overshadowing 
palm treijs, forms the centre of this Oriental home. 
Sprays of clear water shoot up under the trees, and 
fall back again with a slight splash, into a broad 
marble fountain sanded with golden dust. Here I 
should bathe constantly, between two pipes, two 
dreams, or two kisses. 

I should have slaves, black and handsome, draped 
in light, airy clothing, noiselessly running hither and 
thither over the heavy carpets. 

My walls should be soft and yielding, like the flesh 
of a woman, and on the divans encircling each 
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room numberless cushions of every shape would 
permit of my reposing in every conceivable attitude. 

Then, when I should tire of my delicious repose, 
of my immobility, of my eternal day dream ; satiated 
with the calm enjoyment of my Own well-being, I 
would order a horse to be brought to my door — a 
horse, black or white, as fleet as a gazelle. 

And I would spring to his back, and in a furious 
gallop, quaflf the tingling, intoxicating air 

And I would speed like an arrow, over the glow- 
ing country which fills the eyes with the delight and 
the intoxication of wine. 

In the calm of eve, I would course madly toward 
the vast horizon tinged rose color in the setting sun. 
Out there all becomes pink in the twilight • the sun- 
burned mountains, the sand, the garments of the 
Arabs, the dromedaries, the horses, the tents! The 
rose-colored flamingoes fly upward from the marshes 
to the rose-colored sky, and I should scream with 
delight, plunged in the boundless infinite rosiness 
of all that surrounds me. 

I shall no longer see black-coated men seated pn 
uncomfortable chairs along the sidewalk, sipping 
absinthe and talking business amid the deafening 
roar of the vehicles as they roll along the streets. 

I should ignore the state of the money market, 
political events, ci.anges of ministry, all the useless 
frivolities on which we squander our short and vapid 
existence. Why should I undergo these worries, 
these sufferings, these struggles ? I would rest shel- 
tered from the wind in my bright and sumptuous 
dwelling. 

The winged dream was floating before my closed 
eyelids and over my mind as it sank to rest; when I 
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heard my men stirring, lighting the lantern, and set 
ting to work at some lengthy and silent task. 

I called out to them: 

“What on earth are you doing?” 

Raymond replied in a hesitating voice : 

“We are getting some lines ready, sir; for we 
thought that you would like to fish, if it was fine 
enough at sunrise.” 

Agay, during the summer, is the rendezvous of all 
the fishermen along the coast. Whole families come 
here, sleeping at the inn or in the boats, eating 
bouillabaisse on the beach, under the shade of the 
pine trees, the resin of which crackles in the sun. 

I inquired. 

“What o’clock is it?” 

“Three o’clock, sir.” 

Then, without rising, I stretched out my arm, and 
opened the door that separated my room 'Irora the 
forecastle. 

The two men were squatting in the low den, 
through which the mast passes in fitting into the car- 
line; the plale was full of such varied and strange 
things, that one might take it for a haunt of thieves ; 
in perfect order along the partitions, instruments of 
all kinds were suspended: saws, axes, marline- 
spikes, pieces of rigging, and saucepans ; on the floor 
between the two berths a pail, a stove, a barrel with 
its copper hoops, glistening under the direct ray 
of light from the lantern which hangs between the 
anchor bitts, by the side of the cable tiers; and my 
men were busy, baiting the innumerable hooks hang- 
ing all along the trawling line. 

“At what hour must I get up?” I asked. 

“Why, now, sir, at once.” 
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Half an hour after, we all three embarked on 
board the dingey, and left the Bel-Ami to go and 
spread our net at the foot of the Drammont, near 
the He d’Or, 

Then when our line, some two or three hundred 
yards long, had sunk to the bottom, we baited three 
little deep-sea lines, and having anchored the boat 
by sinking a stone at the end of a rope, we began 
to fish. 

It was already daylight, and I could distinctly see 
the coast of Saint-Raphael, near the month of the 
Argens, and the sombre mountains of ti»e Maures, 
themselves running out seaward as far as Cape 
Camarat, bovond the Gulf of Saint- fropez. 

Of all the southern coast, this is the spot I am 
fondest of. I love it as though I had been born 
there, as though I had grown up in it, because it is 
wild at^jd glowing with color, and because the 
Parisian, the Englishman, the American, the man 
of fashion, and the adventurer have not yet poi- 
soned it. 

Suddenly the line I held in my hand quivered. 
I started, then felt nothing, and again a slight shock 
tightened the line wound round my finger, then an- 
other one, more violent, shook my whole hand, and 
writh beating heart, f began to draw in the line, 
gently, eagerly, striving to peer through tlie trans- 
parent blue water, and soon I perceived in the 
shadow of the boat a white flash describing rapid 
circles. 

The fish thus seen appeared to me enormous, and 
when on board it was no bigger than a sardine. 

Then I caught many others, blue, red, yellow, 
green, glittering, silvery, striped, golden, speckled, 
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spotted, those pretty rock fish of the Mediterranean 
so varied, so colored, that seem painted to please the 
eye; then sea-urchins covered with prickles, and 
those hideous monsters of the sea, conger eels. 

Nothing can be more amusing than the raising 
of a trawling line. What will come out of the sea? 
What surprise, what pleasure, or what disappoint- 
ment at each hook pulled out of the water ' What a 
thrill runs through one when from afar some large 
creature is perceived struggling, as it rises slowly 
toward us ! 

At ten o’clock we had returned on board the 
yacht, and the two men, beaming with delight, in- 
formed me that our take weighed twenty-three 
pounds. 

I was, however, doomed to pay dearly for my 
sleepless night ! A sick headache, the dreadful pain 
that racks in a way no torture could equal.^ shatters 
the head, drives one crazy, bewilders the ideas, and 
scatters the memory like dust before the wind; a 
sick headache had laid hold of me, and I was per- 
force obliged to lie down in my bunk with a bottle of 
ether under my nostrils. 

After a few minutes I fancied I heard a vague 
murmur which soon became a kind of buzzing, and 
it seemed as if all the interior of my body became 
light, as light as air, as though it were melting into 
vapor. 

Then followed a numbness of spirit, a drowsy, 
comfortable state, in spite of the persisting pain, 
which, however, ceased to be acute. It was now a 
pain which one could consent to bear, and not any 
longer the terrible tearing agony, against which the 
whole tortured body rises in protest. 
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Soon the strange and delightful sensation of 
vacuum I had in my chest extended and reached my 
limbs, which in their turn became light, h^ht as 
though flesh and bone had melted away and skin only 
remained, just enough skin to permit of my feeling 
the sweetness of life and of enjoying my repose. 
Now I found that I no longer suffered. Pain had 
disappeared, melted, vanished into air. And I heard 
voices, four voices, two dialogues, without under- 
standing the words. At times they were but indis- 
tinct sounds, at other times a word or two reached 
me. But I soon recognized that these were but the 
accentuated buzzing of my own ears. I was not 
sleeping; I was awake, I understood, I felt, I rea- 
soned with a clearness, a penetration and power 
which were quite extraordinary, and a joyousness 
of spirit, a str^inge intoxication, produced *by the 
tenfold ^cutenesb of my mental faculties. 

It was not a dream like that created by hashheesh 
nor the sickly visions produced by opium ; it was a 
prodigious keenness of reasoning, a new maimer of 
seeing, of judging, of estimating things and life, 
with the absolute consciousness, the certitude that 
this manner was the true one. 

And the old simile of the Scriptures suddenly 
came back to my mind. It seemed to me that I had 
tasted of the tree nf knowledge, that all mystery was 
unveiled, so strongly did I feel the power of this new, 
strange and irrefutable logic. And numberless argu- 
ments, reasonings, proofs r -se up in my mind, to be, 
however, immediately ups<'t by some proof, some 
reasoning, some argument yet more powerful. My 
brain had become a battlefield of ideas. I was a 
superior being, armed with an invinrible intelligence, 
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and I enjoyed prodigious happiness in the sensation 
of my power. 

This state lasted a long, long time. I still inhaled 
the fumes of my ether bottle. Suddenly I perceived 
that it was empty. And I again began to suffer. 

For ten hours I endured this torture for which 
there is no remedy, then I fell asleep, and the next 
day, brisk as after convalescence, having written 
these few pages, I left for Saint-Raphael. 


CHAPTER IV 

Saint-Raphael, April iitA 

On our way here the weather was delightful and 
a light breeze carried us over in six tacks. After 
rounding the Drammont, I caught sight of the villas 
of Saint-Raphael hidden among the pine trees, 
among the little slender pines beaten all the year 
round by the evei lasting gusts of wind from Frejus. 
Then I passed between the Lions, pretty red rocks 
that seemed to guard the town, and I entered the 
port, which, choked up with sand at the farther end, 
obliges one to remain some fifty yards off the quay. 
I then went on land. 

A large crowd was gathered in front of the 
church. Some one was being married. A priest was 
authorizing in Latin with pontifical gravity the sol- 
emn and comical act which so disturbs mankind, 
bringing with it so much mirth, suffering and tears. 
According to custom, the families had invited all 
their relatives and friends to the funeral service of 
a young girl’s innocence, to listen to the piously inde- 
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corous ecclesiastical admonitions, preceding those of 
the mother, and to the public benediction, bestovre<* 
on that which is usually so carefully veiled. 

And the whole countryside, full of broad jokes, 
moved by the greedy and idle curiosity that draws 
the common herd to such a scene, had come there to 
see how the bride and bridegroom would comport 
themselves. 1 mingled with the crowd and 
watched it. 

Good heavens, how ugly human beings are ! For 
at least the hundredth time I noticed, in the midst of 
this festive scene, that, of all races, the human race 
is the most hideous. The whole air was pervaded by 
the odor of the people, the nauseous, sickening odor 
of unclean bodies, greasy hair and garlic, that odor 
of garlic, exhaled by the people of the South, through 
nose, mouth and skin, just as roses spread- abroad 
their pejfume. 

Men, of course, are always as ugly and always 
smell as obnoxious, but our eyes, accustomed to the 
sight of them, our nostrils used to their odor, fail to 
distinguish their ugliness and their emanations, 
unless we have been spared the sight and odor for 
some time. 

Mankind is hideous ! To obtain a gallery of gro- 
tesque figures, fit to raise a laugh from the dead, it 
would be sufficient to take the ten first-comers, set 
them in a line, and photograph them with their 
irregular heights, their legs either too long or too 
short, their bodies too fat o too thin, their red, pale, 
bearded, or smooth faces, <heir smirking or solemn 
looks. 

Formerly, in primeval days, the wild man, the 
strong naked man, was certainly as handsome as the 
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horse, the stag or the lion. The exercise of his 
muscles, a life free from restraint, the constant use 
of his vigor and his agility kept up in him a grace 
of motion, which is the first condition of beauty, and 
an elegance of form, which is produced only by 
physical exercise. Later on the artistic nations, 
enamored of form, knew how to preserve tins grace 
and this elegance m intelligent man by the artificial 
means of gj^mnastics The caie bestowed on the 
body, the trials of strength and suppleness, the use 
of ice-cold water and vapor baths made the Greeks 
true models of human beauty, and they have left us 
their statues to show us what were the bodies of 
these great aitists. 

But now, 0 Apollo ! look at the human race mov- 
ing about m its festive scenes. The children rickety 
from the cradle, defoinied by premature study, stupe- 
fied by the school life that wears out the body at 
fifteen years of age and cramps the mind before it 
is formed, reach adolescence with limbs badly grown, 
badly jointed, in which all normal pioportions have 
completely disappeared 

And let us ronlcinplate the people in the street 
trfitting ah>ng m their duty clothing ^ As for the 
peasant ^ Good heavens ^ Let us go and watch the 
peasant in the fields, his gnarled, knotted frame, 
lanky, twisted, bent, more hideous than the barbar- 
ous types exhibited m a museum of anthiopology. 

In comparison how splendid are those men of 
bronze, the ncgioes, in shape, if not in face, how 
elegant, both in their movements and their figure, the 
tall, lithe Arabs 

I have, however, another reason — my horror of 
crowds. I cannot go into a theatre, nor be present 
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at any public entertainment. I at once experience 
a curious and unbearable feeling of discomfort, a 
horrible unnerving sensation, as though I were 
struggling with all my might against a mysterious 
and irresistible influence. And, in truth, I struggle 
with the spirit of the mob, which strives to take 
possession of me. 

How often have I observed that the intelligence 
expands and grows loftier when wc live alone, and 
that It contracts and deteiiorates when we again 
mix with other men. The contact, th** opinions 
floating in the an, all that is .eani, all that one is 
compelled to listen to, to hear, to answer, acts upon 
the mind A (low and ebb of ideas goes from head 
to head, from house to house, from street to street, 
from town to town, from nation to nation,^ and a 
level is established, an average of intellect is cre- 
ated, bj*all large agglomerations of individuals. 

The inherent qualities of intellectual initiative, 
of free will, of wise reflection, and even of sagacity, 
belonging to any individual being, generally disap- 
pear the moment that being is brought in contact 
with a large number of other human beings. 

The following is a passage from a letter of Lord 
Chesterfield to his son (1751) which sets forth with 
rare humility the sudden elimination of all active 
qualities of the in nd m every large body of people: 

“Lord Macclesfield, who had the greatest share 
in drawing up the bill, and who is one of the greatest 
mathematicians and astronomers in Europe, debated 
with a profound knowledge of the subject, and all 
the clearness that so intricate a matter would admit 
of, but as his words, his sentences, and his delivery 
were not equal in any way to my own, the prefer- 
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ence was most onatiimously, though most unjustly, 
given to me. 

“This will ever be the case; every numerous as- 
sembly is a moh, let the individuals who compose it 
be what they will. Mere reason and good sense is 
never to be talked to a mob; their passions, their 
sentiments, their senses, and their apparent interests 
must alone be appealed to. 

“Collectively, they have no intelligence, etc. 

99 

This deep observation of Lord Chesterfield’s, a 
remark, however, that has often been made, and 
noted with interest by philosophers of the scientific 
school, constitutes one of the most serious argu- 
ments against representative government. 

The same phenomenon, a surprising one, is pro- 
duced each time a large number of men are gathered 
together All these persons, side by side, iistinct 
from each other, of different minds, intelligences, 
passions, education, beliefs, and prejudices, become 
suddenly, by the sole fact of their being assembled 
together, a special being, endowed with a new soul, 
a new manner of thinking in common, which is the 
unanalyzable resultant of the average of these in- 
dividual opinions. 

It is a crowd, and that crowd is a person, one 
vast collective individual, as distinct from any other 
mob as one man is distinct from any other man. 

A popular saying asserts that “the mob does not 
reason.” Now why does not the mob reason, since 
each particular individual in the crowd docs reason ? 
Why should a crowd do spontaneously what none of 
the units of the crowd would have done ? Why has 
a crowd irresistible impulses, ferocious wills, stupid 
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enthusiasms that nothing can arrest, and, carried 
away by these thoughtless impulses, why does it 
commit acts that none of the individuals composing 
it would commit alone? 

Someone screams, and behold! a sort of frcney 
takes possession of all; and all, with the same im- 
pulse, which no one tries to resist, carried away by 
the same thought, which instantaneously becomes 
common to all, notwithstanding different castes, 
opinions, beliefs and customs, will fall upon a man, 
murder him, drown him, without a motive, almost 
without a pretext, whereas each one of them, had he 
been alone, would have precipitated himself, at the 
risk of his life, to save the man he is now killing. 

And in the evening, each one on returning home 
will ask himself what passion, or what madness, had 
seized him, and thrown his nature and his tempera- 
ment ojit of its ordinary groove: how he could have 
given way to this savage impulse. 

The fact is, he had ceased to be a man, to become 
one of a crowd. His personal will had become 
blended with the common will, ai a drop of water is 
blended with a river and is lost in it. 

His personality had disappeared, had become an 
infinitesimal particle of one vast and strange per- 
sonality, that of the crowd. The panics which take 
hold of an army *^he storms of opinion which carry 
away an entire nation, the frenzy of dervish dances, 
are striking examples of this identical phenomenon. 

In short, it is not more surprising to see an ag- 
glomeration of individual, make one whole, than 
to sec molecules that are placed near each other 
form one body. 

To this mysterious attraction must without doubt 
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be attributed the peculiar temperament of theatre 
audiences, and the strange difference of judgment 
that exists between the audience at a general re- 
hearsal and that of a first-night audience, and again 
between a first-night audience and that of the suc- 
ceeding performances, and the change in the im- 
pression produced, from one evening to another; and 
the errors of judgment that condemn a phay like 
“Carmen,” which, later on, turns out an immense 
success. 

What I say about crowds must be applied to all 
society, and he who would carefully preserve the 
absolute integrity of his thought, the proud inde- 
pendence of his opinion, and look at life, humanity, 
and the universe as an impartial observer free from 
prejudice, preconceived belief and fear, must live 
absolutely apart from all social relations; for human 
stupidity is so contagious that he will be uqable to 
associate with his fellow creatures, even see them, or 
listen to them, without being, in spite of himself, in- 
fluenced on all sides by their conversations, their 
ideas, their superstitions, their traditions, their 
prejudices, which, through their customs, laws and 
surprisingly hypocritical and cowardly code of mo- 
rality, will surely contaminate him. 

Those who strive to resist these lowering and in- 
cessant influences struggle in vain amid petty, irre- 
sistible, innumerable and almost imperceptible fet- 
ters; and through sheer fatigue soon cease to fight, 

A stir here took place in the crowd; the newly 
married couple were coming out. And immediately 
I followed the general example, raised myself on tip- 
toe to see — and longed to see — with a stupid, low, 
repugnant longing, the longing of the common herd. 
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The curiosity of my neighbors had intoxicated me; 
I was one of a crowd. 

To fill up the remainder of the day I decided on 
taking a row in my dingey up the Argens. This 
lovely and almost unknown river separates the 
plains of Frejus from the wild mountain range of 
the Maures. 

I took Raymond, who rowed me along the side 
of the low beach to the mouth of the river, which we 
found impracticable and partly filled up with sand. 
One channel alone communicated with the sea; but 
was so rapid, so full of foam, of eddies, and of 
whirlpools, that we were unable to ascend it. 

We were therefore obliged to drag the boat to 
land, and carry it over the sand hills to a kind of 
beautiful lake formed by the Argens at this spot. 

In the midst of a green and marshy country, of 
that ric]i green lint peculiar to trees growing in the 
water, (lie river flows between two banks, so cov- 
ered with verdure, and with such high, impenetrable 
foliage, that the neighboring mountains are barely 
visible. It winds along, pursuing its course unper- 
ceived ainiil the calm, lonely and magnificent 
country, and looks like a peaceful lake. 

As in the low northern plains, where the springs 
ooze out beneath one's feet, running over and vivify- 
ing the earth like blood, the clear, cold blood of the 
soil, so here wc lind again the same strange sensa- 
tion of exuberant nature which floats over all damp 
countries. 

Birds, with long legs dangling as they fly, Spring 
up from among the reeds, stretching their pointed 
beaks heavenward; while others, broad-winged and 
slow, pass from one bank to another with heavy 
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flight, and others, smaller and more rapid, skim 
along the surface of the river, darting forward like 
rebounding pebbles. Innumerable turtle doves coo- 
ing on the heights, or wheeling about, fly from tree 
to tree, and seem to exchange messages of love. One 
feels that all around this deep water, throughout 
all this plain, up to the foot of the mountains, there 
is yet more water; the treacherous water of the 
marsh, sleeping yet living; broad clear sheets, in 
which the skies are mirrored, over which the clouds 
flit by; in which, widely scattered, all manner of 
strange rushes spring up; the fertile limpid water, 
full of rotting life and deadly fermentation; water 
breeding fever and miasma, a food and a poison at 
the same time, .spreading itself out in attractive love- 
liness over the mysterious mass of putrefaction be- 
neath it. The atmosphere is delightful, relaxing, 
and dangerous. On all the banks which ^ti-parate 
the vast still pools, amid all the thick gras.ses, swarm, 
crawl, jump, and creep a whole world of slimy, 
repugnant, cold-blooded animals. 1 love those cold, 
gliding animals that are generally avoided and 
dreaded; for me there is something sacred about 
them. 

At the hour of sunset the marsh intoxicates and 
excites me. After having been all day a great silent 
pond lying hushed in the heat, it becomes at the 
moment of twilight a fairy-like and cn''hanted coun- 
try. In its calm and boundless depth.s the skies are 
mirrored: skies of gold, skies of blood, skies of fire; 
they sink in it, bathe in it, float and are drowned in 
it. They are there up above, in the immensity of 
the firmament, and they are there below, beneath us, 
«o near and yet so completely beyond our touch, in 
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that shallow pool, through which the pointed grasses 
push their way like bristling hairs. All the color 
with which earth has been endowed, charming, 
varied and enthralling, appears to us deliciously 
painted, admirably resplendent, and infinitely 
shaded around a single leaf of the water-lily. Every 
.shade of red, rose, yellow, blue, green and violet is 
there, in a little patch of water which shows us the 
heavens, and space, and dreamland, and the flight 
of the birds as they skim across its tace, and then 
there is still something else — I know not what — in 
the maishes at sunset I feel, as it were, a con- 
fused revelation of some untenown mystery, the 
orie'inal hrt ilh of primeval life, which was perhaps 
nothing more than a bubble of gas rising from a 
swamp at the close of day. 


CHAPTER V 

Saint-Tropez April 12th. 

We left Saint-Raphael at about eight o’clock this 
morning, with a strong northwest breeze 

The sea in the gulf, though it had no waves, was 
white with foam, white like a mass of soapsuds, for 
the wind, the terrible wind from Frejus which 
blows almost every morning, seemed to throw itself 
on the water, as though it would tear it to pieces, 
raising a rolling mass of lit le waves of froth, scat- 
tered one moment, re-forme'^ the next. 

The people at the port having assured us that this 
squall would fall toward eleven o’clock, we decided 
upon starting with three reefs in, and the storm jib. 
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The dingey was placed on board at the foot of the 
mast, and the Bel-Anti seemed to fly directly it left 
the jetty. Although it earned scarcely any sail, I 
had never felt it dash along like this. Tt seemed to 
scarcely touch the water, and one would never 
have suspected that it carried at the bottom 
of its large keel, two and a half yards deep, a slab 
of lead weighing over thirty hundredweight, besides 
thirty-eight hundredweight of ballast in its hold, be- 
sides all we had on board in the shape of rigging, 
anchors, cables and furniture. 

I had soon crossed the bay, at the farther end 
of which the Argens flows into the sea ; and as soon 
as I was under shelter of the coast the bree/.e calmed 
down. It is there that the splendid, sombre and 
wild region begins which is still called the land of 
the Moors. It is a long penin'.ula, composed of 
mountains, with a contour of coasts over sixty miles 
long. 

Saint-Trope7, situated at the entry of tlie lovely 
gulf, formerly called Gulf of Grimaud, is the capital 
of the little Saracen kingdom, of which nearly every 
village, built on the summit of a peak in order to 
secure it from attack, is still full of Moorish houses 
with arcades, narrow windows, and inner court- 
yards, wherein tall palm trees have grown up, and 
are now higher than the roofs. 

If one penetiates on foot into the unknown val- 
leys of this strange group of mountains, one dis- 
covers an incredibly wild country, devoid of roads 
and lanes ; without even footpaths, without hamlets, 
without houses. 

At intervals, after seven or eight hours^ walking, 
appears a hovel, often abandoned or sometimes in- 
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habited by a poverty-stricken family of charcoal 
burners. 

The Monts des Maures have, it appears, a geologi- 
cal formation peculiar to themselves, a matchless 
flora said to be the most varied in Europe, and im- 
mense forests of pine, chestnut and cork trees. 

Some three years ago 1 made an excursion into 
the very heart of the country, to the ruins of the 
Chartreuse de la Verne, and have retained an in- 
effaceable recollection of it If it is fine to-morrow 
I shall return there. 

A new road follows the sea, going from Saint- 
Raphael to Saint-Tropez. All along this magnifi- 
cent avenue, opened up through the foiest by the 
side of a matchless beach, new winter resorts are 
being started. The first one planned Is called Saint- 
Aigulf, 

This^bears a peculiar stamp In the midst of a 
forest of fir trees <^tretchuig down to the sea, wide 
roads are laid out in every direction. There is not 
a house, nothing but the barely indicated plan of the 
streets, running through the trees. Here are the 
squares, the cross-roads, and the boulevards. The 
names arc even wiitlen upon metal tablets; Boule- 
vard Ruvsdael, Boulevard Rubens, Boulevard Van 
Dyck, Boulevard Claude Lorrain. One asks: Why 
the names of a’’ th^se painters? Why, indeed? 
Simply because the Company has decided, like God 
before He lit the sun: “This shall be an artists' re- 
sort!” 

The Company f The res. of the world does not 
know all this world contains of hopes, dangers, 
money gained, and money lost on the Mediterranean 
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shores! The Company! ]^atal and mysterious 
word, deep and deceiving I 
In this instance, however, the Company seems to 
have realized its expectations, for it has already 
found purchasers, and of the best, among artists. 
At various places one reads: “Building lot bought 
by M. Carolus Duran; another by M. Clairin, an- 
other by Mile. Croizette,’* etc. Nevertheless — ^who 
can tell ? The Mediterranean Companies are not in 
luck just now. Nothing is more ludicrous than this 
fury of speculation, which generally ends in terrible 
failures. Whosoever has gained ten thousand 
francs on a piece of land at once buys ten million 
francs' worth of land at twenty sous the metre, in 
order to sell it again at twenty francs the metre. 
Boulevards are laid out, water pipes put in, gas 
works established, and the purchaser is hopefully 
expected. , 

The purchaser does not make his appearance, 
but, instead of him — ruin. 

Far off, ahead of me, I perceive the towers and 
the buoys that mark the breakers on both sides at 
the opening of the Gulf of Saint-Tropez. 

The first tower is called “Tour des Sardinaux,” 
and marks a regular shoal of rocks, level with the 
top of the water, some of which just show the tips 
of their brown heads ; the second one has been chris- 
tened “Balisc de la Seche a Thuile” (buoy of the oily 
cuttle-fish). 

We now reach the entrance of the gulf, .which 
extends back between two ridges of mountains and 
forests as far as the village of Grimaiul, built at the 
very extremity, on a height. The ancient castle of 
Grimaldi, a tall ruin that overlooks the village, ap- 
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pears in the distant haze like the evocation of some 
fairy scene. 

The wind has fallen. The gulf looks like an im- 
mense calm lake, into which, taking advantage of 
the last puffs of the squall, we slowly make our 
way. 

To the right of the channel, Sainte-Maximc, a 
little white port, is mirrored in the water, which re- 
flects the houses topsy-turvy, and reproduces them 
as distinctly as on shore. Opposite, Saint-Tropez 
appears, guarded by an old fort. 

At seven o’clock Bel-Anti anchored by the quay, 
at the side of the little steamboat which carries on 
the service with Saint-Raphael. The only means of 
communication between this isolated little port and 
the rest of the world is by this Lion de Mcr, an oH 
pleasure yacht, which runs in connection w^th a 
vcnerablf diligence that carries the letters and 
travels at night by the one road which crosses the 
mountains. 

This is one of those charming and simple daugh- 
ters of the sea, one o^ those nice modest little towns 
that has grown out of the water like a shell, feeds 
upon fish and sea air and breeds sailors. On the 
jetty stands a bronze statue of the Bailli de Suffren. 

The pervading odor is of fish and smoking tar, of 
brine and hulls of vessels. The stones in the streets 
glitter like pearls, v ith the scales of the sardines, 
and along the w’alls of the port a population of lame 
and paralyzed old sailors bask in the sun on the 
stone benches. From time to time they talk of past 
voyages, and of those they have known in bygone 
days, the grandfathers of the small boys running 
yonder. Their hands and faces are wrinkled, tanned, 
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browned, dried by the wind, by fatigue, by the spray, 
by the heat of the tropics and by the icy cold of 
northern seas, for they have seen, in their roamings 
over the ocean, the ins and outs of the world, every 
aspect of the earth and of all latitudes. In front 
of them, propped up on a stick, passes and repasses 
the old captain of the merchant service, who for- 
merly commanded the Tfois-Swurs, or the Deux- 
Amis, or the Marie-Louise, or the Jeune-Clementine. 

All salute him, like soldiers answering the rolb 
call, with a litany of ^'Good-day, captain/' modu-' 
lated in many tones. 

This is a true land of the sea, a brave little town, 
briny and courageous, which fought in da>s of yore 
against the Saracens, against the Due d'Anjou, 
against the wild corsairs, against the Connetable de 
Bourbon, and Charles Quint, and the Due de Savoie, 
and the Due dTipernon. In 1637 inhabitants, 
ancestors of these peaceful citizens, without any as- 
sistance, re[)elled the Spanish fleet, and every year 
they give with surprising realism a representation 
of the attack and their defence, filling the town with 
noisy bustle and clamor, strangely recalling the 
great popular festivities of the middle ages. 

In 1813 the town likewise repulsed an English 
flotilla that had been sent against it. 

Now it is a fishing town, and the produce of its 
fisheries supplies the greater part of the coast with 
tunny, sardines, red snappers, rock lobsters and all 
the pretty fish of this blue sea. 

On setting foot on the quay, after having dressed 
myself, I heard twelve o'clock strike, and I perceived 
two old clerks, notary or lawyers' clerks, going off 
to their midday meal, like two old beasts of burden, 
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unbridled for a few minutes while they eat their 
oats at the bottom of a nosebag. 

Oh, liberty, liberty! Our sole happiness, sole 
hope, sole dream ! Of all the miserable creatures, of 
all classes of individuals, of all orders of workers, 
of all the men who daily fight the hard battle of life, 
these are the most to be pitied; on these does For- 
tune bestow the fewest of her favois. 

No one believes this — no one knows it. They are 
powerless to complain; they cannot revolt; they 
remain gagged and bound in their misery, the shame- 
faced misery ot quill-drivers. 

They have gone through a course of study, they 
understand law, they have taken a degrt e, perhaps. 

How dearly I like that dedication by Jules Valles: 

'To all those who, nourished upon Greek and 
Latin, have died of starvation.” 

And yhat do they earn, these starvelings? Fight 
to fifteen hundred francs a >ear! 

Clerks in gloomy chambers, or clerks in office, you 
should read every morning over the door of your 
fatal prison Dante's famous phrase: 

"Abandon hope, all ye who enter here !" 

They arc but twenty when they first enter and 
will remain till sixty or longer. Dunng this long 
period not an event takes place ! Their whole life 
slips aw^ay in the dark little bureau, ever the same, 
its walls lined witli green portfolios. They enter 
young, in the full vigor of hope; they leave in old 
age, when death is at hand. / 11 the harvest of recol- 
lections that we gather in a lifetime, the unexpected 
events, our lovis — gentle or tragic memories — our 
adventures, all the incidents of a free existence, arc 
unknown to these convicts. 
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The days, the weeks, the months, the seasons, the 
years, all are alike. They begin the day’s work at 
the same hour; at the same hour they breakfast; at 
the same hour they leave ; and this goes on for sixty 
or seventy years. Four accidents only constitute 
landmarks in their existence: marriage, the birth 
of the first-born, the deatl? of father and that of the 
mother. Nothing else; stop, though — yes, a rise in 
salary. They know nothing of ordinary life, nothing 
of the world! Unknown to them are the days of 
cheerful sunshine in the streets and idle wanderings 
through the fields, for they are never released before 
the appointed hour. They become voluntary prison- 
ers at eight o’clock in the morning and at six the 
prison doors are opened for them, when night is at 
hand. Bui, as a compensation, thf^y h'i\t, for a 
whole fortnight in the year, the right— a nsrhl indeed 
much discussed, hardly bargained for and gnulgingly 
granted—to remain shut up in their lodgings For 
where can they go without money? 

The builder climbs skyward; the driver prowls 
about the streets, the railway mcchairV traverses 
woods, mountains, plains, moves incfs.mtl) from 
the walls of the town to the vast blue horizon of the 
sea. The employee never quits his bureau, hi. living 
coffin, and in the same little mirror wherein he saw 
himself a young fellow with fair mustache, on the 
day of his arrived, he contemplates huii'-elf bald and 
white-bearded on the day of his dismis'^al Then 
all is finished, life is played out, the futuie closed. 
How can he have reached this point? How can one 
have grown old without any event having occurred, 
without having been startled by any of the surprises 
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of existence? It is so, nevertheless. He must now 
make way for the young, for the young beginners ! 

Then the unfortunate mortal steals away, more 
wretched than before, and dies almost immediately 
from the sudden snapping of the long and obstinate 
habit of his daily routine, the dreary routine of the 
same movements, the same actions, the same tasks 
at the same hours. 

As I went into the hotel for breakfast, an alarm- 
ingly big package of letters and papers was handed 
to me, and my heart sank as at the prospect of some 
misfortune. I have a fear and a haired of letters; 
they are bonds. Those little squares of paper bear- 
ing my name .>eem to give out a noise of chains as I 
tear them open — of chains linking me to living crea- 
tures I know or have known. 

Each one inquires, although written by different 
hands; '‘Wliere are you? What arc you doing? 
Why di"'apj)car in this way, without telling us where 
you are going? With whom arc you hiding?'" An- 
other adds* “How can you expect people to care 
for you if you run away in this fashion from ’/our 
friends? It ih positively wounding to their feelings.” 

Well, then, don’t attach yourselves to me! Will 
no one endeavor to understand affection without 
joining Ihueto a notion of possession and despot- 
ism? It would seeii as if social tics could not exist 
without entailing obligations, susceptibilities and a 
certain an»onnt of subserviency. From the moment 
one ha^. smiled upon the att< ntions of a stranger, 
this stranger has a hold upon you^ is inquisitive about 
your movements and reproaches you with neglecting 
him. If we get as far as friendship, each one 
imagines himself to have certain claims; intercourse 

85 



sm L’EAU 


becomes a duty, and the bonds which unite us seem 
to end in slip-knots which draw tighter. This affec- 
tionate solicitude, this suspicious, tyrannous, cling- 
ing jealousy on the part of beings who have met 
casually, and who fancy themselves linked logether 
because they have proved to be mutually agreeable, 
arises solely from the harassing fear of solitude 
which haunts mankind upon this earth. 

Each of us, feeling the void around him, the un- 
fathomable depth in which his heart beats, his 
thoughts struggle, wanders on like a madman, with 
open arms and eager lips, seeking some other being 
to embrace. And embrace he docs, to the right, to 
the left, at haphazard, without knowing, without 
looking, without understanding — that he may not 
feel alone. He seems to say, from the moment he 
has shaken hands. “Now, you belong lo me a little. 
You owe me some part of yourself, of your life, of 
your thoughts, of your time.^’ And that is why so 
many people believe themselves to be friends v/ho 
know nothing whatever of each other, so many start 
off hand in hand, heart to heart, without having 
really had one good look at one another. They must 
care for some one, in order not to be alone, their 
affection must be expended in friendship or in love, 
but some vent must be found for it incc.ssantly. And 
they talk of affection, swear it, become enthusiastic 
over it, pour their whole heart into some unknown 
heart found only the evening before, all their soul 
into some chance soul with a face that has pleased. 
And from this haste to become united arise all the 
surprises, mistakes, misunderstandings and dramas 
of life. 

Jubt as we remain lonely and alone, notwithstand- 
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ing all our efforts, so in like manner we remain free, 
notwithstanding all our ties. 

No one ever belongs to another. Half uncon- 
sciously we lend ourselves to the comedy — coquet- 
tish or passionate — of possession, but no one really 
gives himself — his ego — to another human being. 
Man, exasperated by this impel ious need to be the 
master of some one, instituted tyranny, slavery and 
marriage He can kill, torture, imprison, but the 
human will inevitably escapes him, even when it has 
for a few moments consented to submission. 

Do mothers even own their children^ Does not 
the tiny being but just entered into the world set to 
work to cry for what he wants, to announce his 
separate existence and proclaim his independence? 

Does a woman ever really belong to you? Do 
you know what she thinks, whether, even, she t;eally 
adores yfiu? You kiss her sweet l)ody, waste your 
whole soul on her perfect lips; a word from your 
mouth or from hers — one single word — is enough to 
open between you a gulf of implacable hatred ! 

All sentiments of adection lose their charm when 
they become authoritative Because it gives me 
pleasure to sec and talk with some one, does it fol- 
low that I f hould be permitted to know what he does 
and what he likes ? The bustle of towns, both great 
and small, of all classes of society, the mischievous, 
envious, evil-speakm^, calumniating curiosity, the 
incessant watchfulness ot the affections and conduct 
of others, of their gossip and their scandals — are 
they not all born of that prett ision we have to con- 
trol the conduct uf others, as if we all belonged to 
each other in varying degrees^ And we do in fact 
imagine that we have some rights over them, and 
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on their life, for we would fain model it upon our 
own ; on their thoughts, for we expect them to be of 
the same style as our own; on their opinions, in 
which we will not tolerate any difference from ours ; 
on their reputation, for we expect it to conform to 
our principles ; on their habits, for we swell with in- 
dignation when they are not according to our notions 
of morality. 

I was breakfasting at the end of a long table in 
the Hotel Bailli de Suffren, and still occupied with 
the perusal of my letters and papers, when I was 
disturbed by the noisy conversation of some half- 
dozen men, seated at the other end. 

They were commercial travellers. They talked on 
every subject with assurance, with contempt, in a 
bragging, authoritative manner, and they gave me 
the clearest understanding of what constitutes the 
true French spirit ; that is to say, the average of the 
intelligence, logic, sense and wit of France. One of 
them, a big fellow with a shock of red hair, wore a 
military medal and also one for saving a life — a fine 
fellow. Another, a fat little roundabout, made puns 
without ceasing, and laughed till his sides ached at 
his own jokes before the others had time to under- 
stand them. Another man, with close-cut hair, was 
reorganizing the army and the magistracy, reforming 
the laws and the constitution, planning an ideal re- 
public to suit his own views as a traveller in the 
wine trade. Two others, side by side, were amusing 
each other thoroughly with the narrative of their 
bonnes fortunes, incidents in back parlors of shops 
and conquests of servant girls. 

And in them I saw France personified, the witty, 
versatile, brave and gallant France of tradition. 
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These men were types of the race, vulgar types, 
it is true, but which have but to be poetized a little 
to find in them the Frenchman such as history — that 
lying and imaginative old dame — shows him to us. 

And ours is really an amusing race, by reason of 
certain very special qualities, which one finds abso- 
lutely nowhere else. 

First and foremost comes our versatility, which 
so agreeably diversifies both our customs' and insti- 
tutions. It is this which makes the history of our 
country resemble some surprising tale of adventure 
in a feuilleton, the pages of which “to be continued 
in the next number” are full of the most unexpected 
events, tragic, comic, terrible, grotesque. One may 
be angry or indignant over it, according to one’s 
way of thinking, but it is none the less certain that 
no historjt in the world is more amusing and more 
sitrring than ours. 

From the pure art point of view — and why should 
one not admit this special and disinterested point of 
view in politics as well as in literature? — it remains 
without a rival. What can be more strange and 
more surprising than the events which have taken 
place only in the last century? 

What will to-morrow bring forth? This expecta- 
tion of the unforeseen is, after all, very charming. 
Everything is possible in France, even the most 
wildly improbable drolleries and the most tragic ad- 
ventures. 

What could surprise us? V»hen a country has 
produced a Joan of Arc and a Napoleon, it may well 
be considered miraculous soil. 

And then, the French love women; they love them 
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dearly, with passion- and with delicacy, with intelli- 
gence and with respect. 

Our gallantry cannot be compared to anything in 
any other country. 

He who has preserved in his heart the spark of 
gallantry of later centuries surrounds women with a 
tenderness at once profound, gentle, sensitive and 
vigilant. He loves everything that belongs to them, 
everything that comes from them, everything that 
they are, everything they do. He loves their toilet, 
their knickknacks, their adornments, their artifices, 
their naivetes, their little perfidies, their lies and 
their dainty ways. He loves them all, rich as well as 
poor, the young and even the old, the dark, the fair, 
the fat, the thin. He feels himself at his ease with 
them and among them. He could remain with them 
indefinitely, without fatigue, without ennui, happy in 
the mere fact of their presence. 

He knows, from the very first word, how to show 
them by a look, bv a smile that he adorer them, to 
arouse their attention, to increase thtir desire to 
please, to display for his benefit all their powers of 
seduction. Between them and him there is estab- 
lished at once a quick sympathy, a fellowship of in- 
stincts, almost a relationship through similarity of 
character and nature. 

Then begin? between them and him a combat of 
coquetry and gallantry, a mysterious and antagonis- 
tic sort of friendship is cemented, and an unseen 
affinity of heart and mind is formed. 

He knows how to say what will please them, how 
to make them understand what he thinks; how to 
make known, without ever shocking them, without 
offending their delicate and watchful modesty, the 
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discreet yet ardent admiration always burning in 
his eyes, always trembling on his lips, always alight 
in his veins. He is their friend and their slave, the 
humble servitor of their caprices and the admirer of 
their persons. Pie is ever at their beck and call, 
ready to help them, to defend them, as though they 
were secret allies. He would love to devote himself 
to them, not only to those he knows slightly, but to 
those he does not know, those he has never even seen. 

He asks nothing of them but a little pretty affec- 
tion, a little confidence or a little interest, a little 
graciousness or e\en disloyal trickery. 

He loves the woman who passes by in the street 
and whose glance fads upon him He loves the 
young girl with hair streaming down her shoulders, 
a blue bow on her head, a flower in her bosom, who 
moves With slow or hurried step, timid or bold eye, 
through the throng on the pavement He loves the 
unknown ones he elbows, the little shopwoman who 
dreams on her doorstep, the fine lady who lazily 
reclines in her open carnage 

From the moment he finds bimself face to face 
with a woman, his heart is stiired and his best 
powers are awakened. He thinks of her, talks for 
her, tries to please her and to let her understand that 
she pleases him Tender expressions use to his lips, 
his glance is a caress, he is filled with a longing to 
kiss her hand, to touch even the material of her 
dress. For him it is women ’ ho adorn the world 
and make life seductive. 

He likes to sit at their feet for the mere pleasure 
of being there ; he likes to meet their eye. merely to 
catch a glimps of their veiled and fleeting thoughts; 
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he likes to listen to their voice solely because it is the 
voice of woman. 

It is by them and for them that the Frenchman 
has learned to converse and to display the ready wit 
which distinguishes him. 

To converse — ^what is it? It is the art of never 
seeming Wearisome, of knowing how to invest every 
trifle with interest, to interest, no matter what be the 
subject, to fascinate with absolutely nothing. 

How can one describe the airy, butterfly touch of 
an epigram, that game of battledore and shuttlecock 
with supple words, that running fire of wit, that 
dainty flitting of ideas that should all go to make up 
conversation ! 

The Frenchman is the only being in the world who 
has this subtle spirit of wit, and he alone thoroughly 
enjoys and comprehends it. 

He has the wit that is evanescent and thd wit that 
endures, the wit of the streets and the wit of litera- 
ture. 

That which endures is wit in the largest sense of 
the word, that vast breath of irony or mirth which 
has animated the nation from the moment it could 
think or speak; it is the pungent raciness of Mon- 
taigne and Rabelais, the irony of Voltaire, of Beau- 
marchais, of Saint-Simon and the inextinguishable 
laughter of Moliere. 

The brilliant sally, the neat epigram is the small 
coin of this wit. And, nevertheless, it is one aspect 
of it, a characteristic peculiarity of our national in- 
telligence. It is one ot its keenest charms. It is this 
that makes the sceptical gaiety of Paris life, the 
cheerful freedom ot our manners and customs. It is 
part and parcel of our social amenity. 
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Formerly these amusing witticisms were in verse; 
nowadays they appear in prose. They are called, 
according to the period, epigrams, bon-mots, traits, 
hits, gauloiseries. They are current in town and 
drawing-room, they spring up everywhere, on the 
boulevard as well as in Montmartre. And those of 
Montmartre are often just as good as those of the 
boulevard ; they are printed in the papers ; from one 
end of Ftance to the other they excite laughter. For 
the French know how to laugh. 

Why should one saying more than another, the 
unexpected, quaint juxtaposition of two terms, two 
ideas, or even two sounds, a rid'culous pun, some 
unexpected cock-and-bull story, open the floodgates 
of our mirth, causing explosions of laughter, like a 
blast fit to blow up all Paris and the provinces? 

Why do all the French laugh, while all the Eng- 
lish and*the Germans ran see no reason for our 
mirth ? Why ? Solely and wholly because they are 
French, because they possess the French wit and the 
delightful, enviable gift of laughter. 

With them, moreover, a little wit is all that is 
necessary tor a ruler. 

Good humor takes the place of genius; a witty 
saying consecrates a man at once and makes him 
great for all posterity. The rest matters little. The 
nation loves those who amuse it and forgives every- 
thing to those Avho Call make it laugh. 

A single glance over the past history of France 
will make us understand that the fame of their great 
men has only been made by flashes of wit. The most 
detestable prince.-, have become popular through 
amusing jokes, repeated and remembered from cen- 
tury to century. 
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The throne of France is maintained by the cap and 
bells of the jester, ; 

Epigrams, nothing but epigrams, ironic or heroic, 
polished or coarse — epigrams float forever on the 
surface of their history and make it like nothing so 
much as a collection of puns and witticisms. 

Clovis, the Christian king, cried on hearing the 
story of the Passion: 

“Why was I not there with my Franks?” This 
prince, in order to reign alone, massacred his allies 
and his relatives and committed every crime imagi- 
nable. Nevertheless he is looked upon as a pious 
and progressive monarch. 

“Why was I not there with my Franks?” 

We should know nothing of good King Dagobert 
if the rhyme had not apprised us of a few particu- 
lars, no doubt erroneous, of his existence. 

Pepin, wishing to remove King Childcric»from the 
throne, proposed to Pope Zacharias the following 
insidious question : 

“Which of the two is the more worthy to reign, 
he who worthily fulfills all the kingly functions with- 
out the title or he who bears the title w ithout know- 
ing how to reign?” 

What do we know of Louis Vl. ? Nothing! Par- 
don me. In the battle of Brenneville, when an Eng- 
lishman laid hands upon him, crying, “The king is 
taken,” this truly French monarch replied, “Do you 
know, knave, that a king can never be taken, even 
at chess?” 

Louis IX., saint though he was, has not left a 
single good saying to remember him by. In conse- 
quence his reign appears to the French a wearisome 
episode, full of orisons and penances. 
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That noodle, Philip VL, beaten and wounded at 
the battle of Crecy, cried as h« knocked at the gates 
of the castle of Arbroie : “Open ! It is the fortune of 
France!” They are still grateful to him for this 
melodramatic speech. John II., made prisoner by 
the Prince of Waites, remarks with chivalrous good 
will and the graceful gallantry of a French trouba- 
dour ; “I had counted upon entertaining you at sup- 
per to-night, but fortune wills otherwise and ordains 
that I should sup with you.” 

It would be impossible to bear adversity more 
gracefully. 

“It is not for the King of France to avenge the 
quarrels of the Duke of Orleans” was the generous 
declaration of Louis XII. And it is, truly, a kingly 
saying, one worthy of the remembrance of all 
princes. ' 

That harebrained fellow, Francis I., more apt at 
the pursuit of the fair sex than at the conduct of a 
campaign, has saved his reputation and surrounded 
his name with an imperishable halo by writing to his 
mother those few supeib words after the defeat of 
Pavia : “All is lost, madame, save honor.” 

Does not that phrase remain to this day as good 
as a victory? Has it not made this prince more 
illustrious than the conquest of a kingdom? We 
have forgotten the ""imes of the greater number of 
the famous battles fought in these long bygone days, 
but shall we ever forget “All is lost save honor”? 

Henry IV. 1 Hats off, gei clemen ! Here is the 
master! Sly, sceptical, trick), deceitful beyond be- 
lief, artful beyond compare, a drunkard, debauchee, 
unbeliever, he managed by a few happy and pointed 
sayingi^ *0 make for himself in history an admirable 
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reputation as a chivalrous, generous king, a brave, 
loyal and honest marV 

Oh, the knave! Well did he know how to play 
upon human stupidity 1 

“Hang yourself, brave Crillon; we have gained 
the day without you.” 

After a speech like this, a general is always ready 
to be hanged or killed for his master^s sake. 

At the opening of the famous battle of Ivry: 
“Children, if the colors fall, rally to my white plume; 
you will find it always on the path of hono*- and 
victory.” 

How could a man fail to be victorious who knew 
how to speak thus to his captains and his troops? 

This sceptical monarch wishes for Pans, he longs 
for it, but he must choose between his faith and the 
beautiful city. “Enough,” he mutters; “A'fter all, 
Paris is well wortli a mass!” And he changes his 
religion as he would have changed his coat. Is it 
not a fact, however, that tlic wittiCism caused a 
ready acceptance of the deed? “Paris is well worth 
a mass” raised a laugh among the choicer spirits and 
there was no \ iolent indignation at his seizure of it. 

Did he not become the patron saint of all fathers 
of families by the question put to the Spanish am- 
bassador who found him playing at horses with the 
dauphin: “ \rc you a father, M TAmbassadcur ?” 

The Spaniard replied* “Yes, sir.” 

“In that case,” said the king, “I will go on play- 
ing. 

But he made a conquest for all eternity of the 
heart of France, of the bourgeoisie and of the people 
by the finest phrase that prince ever pronounced — a 
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real inspiration of genius, full of depth, good humor, 
shrewdness and good sense. • 

“If God prolongs tny life,n hope to see in my 
kingdom no peasant so poor that he cannot put a 
fowl in the pot for his Sunday's dinner." 

It is with words such as these that enthusiastic 
and simple crowds are flattered and governed. By 
a couple of clever sayings Henry IV. has drawn his 
own portrait for posterity. One cannot pronounce 
his name without at once having a vision of the 
white plume and of the delicious flavor of a poule- 
au-pot, 

Louis XIIL made no epigrams. This dull king 
had a dull rejjrn. 

Louis XIV. created the formula of absolute per- 
sonal power: “The State is myself." 

He gave the measure of royal pride in its fullest 
expanbi4^n: “I have almost had to wait " 

lie set the example of sonorous political phrases 
which make alliances between two nations: “The 
Pyrenees exist no longer 

All his reign is in lhe'=e few phrases. 

Louis XV., most corrupt of kings, elegant and 
witty, has bequeathed to posterity that delightful 
keynote of his supreme indififercnce : “After me, the 
deluge." 

If Louis XVI. had been inspired enough to per- 
petrate one witlicishi, he might possibly have saved 
his kingdom. With one epigram might he not have 
escaped the guillotine? 

Napoleon I. scattered around him by handfuls the 
sayings that weie suited to the hearts ol his soldiers. 

Napoleon III. extinguished vvith one brief phrase 
all the future indignation of the French nation in 
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that first promise: ‘The Empire is peace.” The Em- 
pire is peace I Superb declaration, magnificent lie! 
After having said thac, he might declare war against 
the whole of Europe without having anything to fear 
from his people. He had found a simple, neat and 
striking formula, capable of appealing to all minds, 
and against which facts would be no argument. 

He made war against China, Mexico, Russia, 
Austria, against all the world. What did it matter? 
There are people yet who speak with sincere con- 
viction of the eighteen years of tranquillity he gave 
to France : “The Empire is peace.” 

And it was also with his keen words of satire, 
phrases more mortal than bullets, that M. Rochefort 
laid the Empire low, riddling it with the arrows of 
his wit, cutting it to shreds and tatters. 

The Marechal MacMahon himself has left as a 
souvenir of his rise to power: “Here 1 here I 
remain!” And it was by a shaft from Gambetta 
that he was, in his turn, knocked down: “Submission 
or dismissal.” 

With these two words, more powerful than a 
revolution, more formidable than the barricades, 
more invincible than an army, more redoubtable 
than all the votes, the tribune turned out the soldier, 
crushed his glory and destroyed his power and 
prestige. 

As to those who govern France at this moment, 
they must fall, for they are devoid of wit ; they will 
fall, for in the day of danger, in the day of disturb- 
ance, in the inevitable moment of seesaw, they will 
not be capable of making France laugh and of dis- 
arming her. 

Of all these historical pharses, there arc not ten 
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really authentic. But what does it matter, so long 
as they are believed to have |een uttered by those to 
whom they are attributed? 

**In the land of hunchbacks 
One must be a hunchback. 

Or at least appear so/* 

says the popular song. 

Meanwhile the commercial travellers were talking 
of the emancipation of women, of their rights and 
the new position they longed to occupy in society. 

Some approved, others were annoyed; the little 
fat man jested without ceasing and ended the break- 
fast, as well as the discussion, by the following en- 
tertaining anecdote: 

“Lately,” said he, “there was a great meeting in 
England, where this question was discussed. One 
of the orators had been setting forth numerous ar- 
guments in favor of the women's cause, and wound 
up with this observation : 

“ ‘To conclude, gentlemen, I may observe that the 
difference between man and woman is, after all, very 
small.’ 

“A powerful voice, from an enthusiastic and thor- 
oughly convinced listener, arose from the audience, 
crying : ‘Hurrah for the small difference 1’ ” 

CHAPTER VI 

Saint-Tropez, April 13th . 

As it was remarkably fine this morning I started 
for the Chartreuse de la Verne. 

Two recollections draw me toward this ruin, that 
of the sensation of infinite solitude and the unforget- 
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table melancholy of the deserted cloister, and that of 
an old peasant couple whose cottage I had been 
taken the year before by a friend who was guiding 
me across this country of the Moors. 

Seated in a country cart, for the road soon be- 
came impracticable for a vehicle on springs, I fol- 
lowed the line of the bay to its deepest point. I 
could see upon the opposite shore the pine woods 
where the Company is attempting to create another 
winter resort. The shore is indeed exquisite, and 
the whole country magnificent. Then the road goes 
through the mountains, and soon crosses the town 
of Cogolin. A little farther on I left it and took 
a rough, uneven road which was scarcely more than 
a long ditch. A river, or rather a big stream, runs 
by the side, and every hundred yards or so cuts 
through it, floods it, wanders away a little, returns, 
loses itself again, leaves its bed and drovtns the 
track, then falls into a ditch, strays through a field 
ot stones, appeals sucklenly to calm down into wis- 
dom, and for a while follows its proper course ; but 
seized all at once by some wild fancy, it precipitates 
itself again into the road, and changes it into a 
marsh, in wWch the horse sinks up to the »»ck and 
the high vehicle up to the driver’s seat. 

There are no more houses, only from time to 
time a charcoal burner’s hut; the poorest live in 
absolute holes. Is it not almost incredible that men 
should inhabit holes in the ground, where they live 
all the year, cutting wood and burning it to extract 
the charcoal, eating bread and onions, drinking 
water, and sleeping like rabbits in their burrows, in 
narrow caverns hewn in the granite rocks? Lately, 
too, m the midst of these unexplored valleys, a her^ 
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mit has been discovered, a real hermit, hidden there 
for these thirty years, unknc^ to any one, even to 
the forest rangers. jf 

The existence of this wild man, revealed by I 
know not whom, was, no doubt, mentioned to the 
driver of the diligence, who spoke of it to the post- 
master, who talked of it to the telegraph clerk, male 
or female, who flew with the wonder to the editor of 
some little local paper, who made out of it a sen- 
sational paragraph, copied into all the newspapers 
of Provence. 

The police set to work to hunt out the hermit, 
without apparently causing him any alarm, whence 
we may conclude that he had kept all needful papers 
by him. But a photographer, exciteitl by the news, 
set off in his turn, wandered three days and three 
nights among the mountains, and ended by photo- 
graph!^ some one — the real hermit .some say; an 
impostor, others will teff you 

Last year, then, the friend who first revealed 
to me this strangely quaint country showed me two 
creatures infinitely more curious than the poor 
devil who had come to bury in these impenetrable 
woods a grief, a remorse, an incurable despair, or 
perhaps simply the mere ennui of living. 

This is how he first discovered them. Wander- 
ing on horseback among these valleys, he suddenly 
came across a pros; rous farm — vines, fields, and a 
farmhouse which looked comfortable though humble. 

He entered. He was received by a woman, a 
peasant, about seventy yea." old. The husband, 
seated under a tree, rose and came forward to bow. 

“He is deaf,” she said. 

He was a fine old fellow of eighty, amazingly 
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strong, upright, and handsome. They had for 
servants a laborer and a farm girl. My friend, a 
little surprised to meet\|hese singular persons in the 
midst of a desert, inquired about them. They had 
been there for a long time; they were much re- 
spected, and passed for being comfortably off — that 
is, for peasants. 

He came back several times to visit them, and 
little by little became the confidant of the wife. He 
brought her papers and books, being surprised to 
find that she had some ideas, or, rather, remains of 
ideas, which scarcely seemed those of her class. She 
was, however, neither well read, intelligent, nor 
witty; but there seemed to be, in the depths of her 
memory, traces of forgotten thoughts, a slumbering 
recollection of a bygone education. One day she 
asked him his name. 

“I am the Count de X ,” he said. ^ 

Moved by the secret pride which lies hidden in 
the depths of all souls, she replied: 

“I, too, am noble.” 

Then she went on, speaking assuredly for the 
first time in her life of this incident of former days, 
unknown to any one. 

“I am the daughter of a colonel. My husband 
was a non-commissioned officer in my father’s regi- 
ment. I fell in love with him, and we ran away to- 
gether.” 

“And you came here?” 

“Yes, we hid ourselves.” 

"And you have never seen your family since?” 

"Oh, no! Don’t you see, my husband was a 
(deserter." 

“You have never written to any one?” 
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'‘Oh, no I 

"And you hare never heardf any one speak of your 
family, of your father or mtnher?" 

"Oh, no ; mamma was dead.” 

This woman had preserved a certain childish- 
ness, the simplicity of those who throw themselves 
into love as they would over a precipice. 

He asked again: 

“You have never told this to any one?” 

She answered; “Oh, no! I can say it now, be- 
cause Maurice is deaf. As long as he could hear, I 
should not have dared to mention it. Desides, I 
have never seen any one but peasants since I ran 
away.” 

“At least, then, you have been happy?” 

“Oh, yes, very happy. I have been very happy. 
I have never regretted anything.” 

I alsfi had been to visit this woman, this couple, 
the previous year, as one goes to gaze at some mirac- 
ulous relic. 

I had looked with surprise, sadness, and even a 
little disgust, at the woman who had followed this 
man, this rustic Adonis, attracted by his uniform 
of a mounted hussar, and who had continued to see 
him, beneath his peasant’s rags, with the blue dol- 
man slung over his back, his sword at his side, and 
his high boots with clanking spurs. 

She had, howevei, become a peasant herself. In 
the depths of this wilderness she had become per- 
fectly accustomed to this life without luxuries, with- 
out charm or delicacy of anv sort; she had adapted 
herself to these '■imple manners. And she loved him 
still. She had become a woman of the people, in 
cap and coarse petticoat. Seated on a straw-bot- 
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tomed chair at a wooden table, she ate a mess of 
cabbage, potatoes and bacon from an earthenv^'are 
plate. She slept on a "straw mattress beside him. 

She had never thought of anything but him ! She 
Had regretted neither ornaments, nor silks, nor ele- 
gance, nor soft chairs, nor the perfumed warmth of 
well-curtained rooms nor lepose in a comfortable 
bed. She had never needed anything but him ’ As 
long as he was there, she had wanted nothing else ! 

She was quite young when she abandoned life, 
the world, and those who had brought her up and 
loved her. Alone with him she had come to ^his 
wild ravine. And he had been everything to her, 
everything that one longs for, di earns of, expects 
and hopes for. Jle had filled her life with happi- 
ness from beginning to end. She could not have 
been happier. 

Now I was going to see her again, for th? second 
lime, filled wnh the surprise anri the vague con- 
tempt with winch she inspired me 

She lived near the llyeres road, on the opposite 
slope of the mountain on which stands the Char- 
treuse de la Verne; and another carriage was await- 
ing me on this road, for the deep track we had fol- 
lowed had now ceased and become a mere footpath, 
only accessible to pedestrians and mules. 

I started, therefore, alone, on foot, and with slow 
steps to climb the mountains I was in a delightful 
wood, a real Corsican thicket, a fairy-tale wood 
composed of flowering creepers, aromatic plants with 
a powerful fragrance, and huge, magnificent trees. 

The granite fragments in the path sparkled as 
they rolled beneath my steps, and in the openings 
between the branches I saw sudden peeps of wide, 
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gloomy valleys full of verdure, winding lengthily 
away to the distance. 

I was warm. The quick ^lood flowed within my 
flesh. I felt it coursing through niy veins, burning, 
rapid, alert, rhythmical and alluring as a song; the 
great, joyous animal song of life that breathes and 
moves in the sunlight, I was happy, I was strong. 
I quickened iny pace, climbed the rocks, ran, jumped, 
and discovered every minute a larger view, a more 
gigantic network of desert valleys, from whence not 
one single chimney sent up a wreath of smoke. 

I climbed to the summit, overtopped iw other 
heights, and after walking in various directions I 
saw on the side of the mountain opposite me, be- 
yond an immense chestnut wood, a black ruin, a mass 
ot stones and old buildings supported by lofty ar- 
cades. To reach it I had to go round a ravin and 
cross t^ie wood. The trees, old as the abbey itself, 
enormous, mutilated, and dying, had survived the 
building. Some have fallen, no longer able to sus- 
tain the weight of years; otliers, beheaded, have 
now only a hollow trunk in which ten men could 
conceal tliem selves. And they look like a formi- 
dable army of giants, who, in spite of age and thun- 
derbolts, arc ready still to attempt the assault of the 
skies. In this fantastic wood one feels the moldy 
touch of centuries, the old, old life of the rotting 
roots, amid which, .** ilie toel of these colossa/ 
stumps, notliing can grow. For among the gray 
trunks the ground is of hard stones, and a blade 
of grass is rare. 

Here are two covered springs or fountains, kept 
as drinking places for the cows. 

I approach the abbey, and discover all the old 
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buildings, the most ancient of which date back to 
the twelfth century; while the more recent are in- 
habited by a family oficowherds. 

In the first court one sees by the tracks of animals 
that a remnant of life still haunts the spot; then, 
after traversing crumbling and tumbling halls, like 
those of all ruins, one reaches the cloister, a long 
covered walk around a squat? of brambles and tall 
grasses. Tn no spot in the world have I felt such a 
weight of melancholy press upon my heart as in this 
ancient and smibtcr cloister, the pacing court of 
monks. Certainly the forms of the arcades and the 
proportions of the place contribute to my emotion, 
to my heartache, and sadden my soul by their action 
on my eyes, exactly as the happy curve of some 
cheering bit of architecture would rejoice them. 
The man who built this retreat must have been filled 
with despair to imagine such a desolate, /Ireary 
promenade. One would fain weep and groan within 
these walls; one longs to suffer, to reopen all the 
wounds of one's heart, to enlarge and make the very 
utmost of all the sorrows compressed wiihin it. 

I climbed upon a breach in the wall, to see the 
view outside, and I understood mv emotion Noth- 
ing around us but death. Behind the abbey, a moun- 
tain ascending to the sky, around it the chestnut 
grove, in front of it, a valley, and beyond that more 
valleys — and pines, pines, an ocean of pines, and on 
the far horizon pines still, on the mountain tops. 

And I left the place. 

I crossed next a wood of cork trees, where, a year 
ago, I had experienced a shock of strong and mov- 
ing surprise. 

It was a gray October day, at the time when they 
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strip the bark of these trees, to make corks of it 
They strip them thus from the foot to the first 
branches, and the denuded trunk becomes red, a 
blood red, as of a flayed limb. ^ They have grotesque 
and twisted forms and look like maimed creatures 
writhing in epileptic fits, and I suddenly fancied 
myself transported into a forest of tormented be- 
ings, a bleeding and Dantesque forest of hell, where 
men had roots, where bodies deformed by torture 
resembled trees, where life ebbed incessantly, in 
never ending torment, through these bleeding 
wounds, which produced upon me that weakness of 
the nerves and faintness that always affect me at 
the sudden sight of blood or the unexpected shock 
of a mari crush'^d or fallen from a roof. And this 
emotion 'vsa*) so keen, this sensation so vivid, that I 
imagined 1 heard distracting cries and iTK^ans, dis- 
tant amj^iniKUTK lahle. I touched one of these tr^es, 
to reassure mj fainting spirit, and 1 iancicid I be^ 
held my hand, as I drew it back, covered with blood- 

To day tbev are cured— -till the next harking. 

At Icrjgtb 1 pcrctive the road that pas^^es neat the 
farm which has sheltered the long happiness of the 
non-cumrni-.^ioncd officer of hu'=sars and the colonel's 
daughter. 

hrom ?{civ I recognize the old man walking among 
the vi^’cs. ?() much the better; the wife will be 
alone in the house. 

The seivant was washing, in front of the door. 

“Your misiress io here?” T .said. 

She replied, with a singula « look, in the accent 
of the South: 

“No, sir; it is months since she is no more," 

“She is dead?” 


107 



SUK L^EAU 


«Yes, sir/' 

•‘And of what ?” 

The woman hesitated, then muttered: 

“She is dead — deaic^ I tell you/' 

“But of what?" 

“Of a fall, then !" 

“A fall! Wherefrom?" 

“From the window/' 

I gave her a few sous. 

“Tell me about it," 1 said. 

No doubt she was very eager to talk of it; no 
doubt, too, she had often repeated the story for the 
last six months, for she told it at great length, like 
a well-known and unvarying tale. 

Then I learned that for thirty ycais the old, deaf 
man had had a mistress in the neighboiing village, 
and that his wife, having learned this by chance 
from a passing carter who spoke of it withoili know- 
ing who she was, rushed breathless and distract to 
the attic, and there hurled herself from tlu window; 
not, perhaps, with deliberate purpose, but beside 
herself with grief at her dl'^coverv, wdiuh goaded 
her forward irresistibly, like a whip Lislnng and 
cutting. She bad flown up the slairc isc, buist^ open 
the door, and without knowing, withoin being able 
to stop her headlong speed, had contmued to run 
straight ahead and had leaped into empty space. 

He had known nothing of it; he dul not know 
even now; he would never know, because he was 
deaf. His wife was dead, that was all All the 
world must die some time or other ’ 

I could see him at a distance, giving orders by 
signs to his laborers. 
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Then I caught sight of the carriage which was 
waiting for me in the shade of a tree, and I returned 
to Sainl-Tropez, | 

CHAPTER VII 


April i^th. 

I was going to bed last evening, although it was 
only nine o’clock, when a telegram was Laiided to 
me. One of my dearest friends sent me this mes- 
sage: ‘‘1 am at Monte Carlo for four days, and have 
been telogiaphing to you to every port on the coast. 
( omc to me at once ’’ 

And behold, the wi >h to see him, the longing to 
talk, to laugh, to gossip about society, about things, 
about people; the longing to slander, to ciitkise, 
to blani%, to judge, to cliatter, was alight within me 
in a moment, like a confi igratnm That very morn- 
ing, even, 1 should liave been furious at this recall, 
\el in the evening I was enchanted at it. I wished 
in>se1f already there, vdth the great dining-room 
of the re-tauiant fud of people before my eyes, and 
in my cars tliat inurmur of vcicts in which the num- 
bers of the roulette table dominate all other phrases 
like the Dommus vobiscum of the church services. 

1 called IJernard. 

“We shall start at about fc»ur o’clock in the 
morning for Monaco,” I said to him. 

He replied philosophically: 

“If it i. (me, sir.” 

“It m'/ he fine” 

“The baroTTKter ns gmng down, though.” 

“Pooh! it will go up again.” 

ie»9 



SUR L’EAU 


The mariner smiled an incredulous smile. 

I went to bed and to sleep. 

It was I who wokelthe men. It was dark and a 
few clouds hid the sky. The barometer had gone 
4own still more. 

The two men shook their heads with a distrustful 
air. 

I repeated: 

“Pooh ! It will be fine. Come, let us be off !” 

Bernard said ; 

“When I can see the open, I know what I am 
about; but here in this harbor, at the end of this 
gulf, one knows nothing, sir; one can see nothing. 
There might be a fearful sea on without our know- 
ing anything about it.” 

I replied: 

“The barometer has gone down, therefore we 
shall not have an east wind. Now, if weMave a 
west wind, we can put into Agay, which is only six 
or seven miles off." The men did not seem much 
reassured; however, they got ready to start. 

“Shall we take the dingey on deck?” asked Ber- 
nard. 

"No; you will see it will be quite fine. Let it 
tow astern, as usual.” 

A quarter of an hour later we had left the harbor 
and were running through the entrance of the gulf, 
driven along by a light, intermittent breeze. 

I laughed. 

“Well, you see the weather is good enough.” 

Soon we had passed the black and white tower 
built upon the Rabiou shoal, and although sheltered 
by Cape Camarat, which runs far out into the open 
sea, and of which the flashing light appeared from 
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minute to minute, the Bel-Ami was already lifted 
forward by long, powerful, slow waves; those hills 
of water which move on, one behind the other, with- 
out noise, without shock, wittiout foam, menacing 
without fury, alarming in their very tranquillity. 

One saw nothing, one only felt the rising and 
falling of the yacht on the dark, moving waters. 

Bernard said: 

“There has been a gale out at sea to-night, sir; 
we shall be lucky if we get in without accident.” 

The iday broke clear above the restless mass of 
waves, and wc all three looked anxiously seaward 
to see if the squall were not increasing 

All this time the boat was flying along with the 
wind and the tide. Already Agay appeared on our 
beam, and we held counsel whether we should make 
for Cannes, to escape the rough weather, or iot 
Nice, rmining to seaward of the i.sles. 

Bernard would have preferred Cannes, but as the 
breeze did not freshen, I decided in favor of Nice. 

For three hours all went well, though the poor 
little yacht rolled like a cork in the frightful swelL 

No one unacquainted with tlie open sea, that sea 
of mountains rolling along swiftly and heavily, sep- 
arated by valleys which change place from second to 
second, filling up and forming again incessantly, can 
guess, can imagine the mysterious, redoubtable, ter- 
rifying and superb foi c of the waves. 

Our little dingey followed far behind us, at the end 
of forty yards of hawser, through this liquid and 
tossing chaos. We lost sight of it every moment, 
then suddenly it would reappear, perched on the 
summit of a wave, floating along like a great white 
bird. 
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Here is Cannes in the depth of its bay, Saint- 
Honorat with its tower standing up among the 
waves, and before us the Cap d' Antibes. 

The breeze freshened little by little and the crests 
of the waves became flocks of sheep, those snowy 
sheep which move so fast, and of which the countless 
troop careers along without dog or shepherd beneath 
the endless sky. 

Bernard said to me : 

“It will be all we can do to make Antibes.” 

And, indeed, seas began to break over us with 
inexpressible and violent noise. Sharp squalls struck 
us, throwing us into yawning gulfs, whence we 
emerged, righting ourselves with terrible shocks. 

The gaff was lowered, but at every vibration of 
the yacht the boom touched the waves and seemed 
ready to tear away the mast, which, if it should fly 
away with the sail, would leave us floating a4)ne and 
lost upon the wild waves. 

Bernard cried out: 

“The dingey, sir !” 

I turned to look. A huge wave fdlfd it, rolled it 
over, enveloped it in foam as if it would devour it, 
and, breaking the hawser by w'hich it was made fast 
to us, took possession of it, half sinking, rlrowned ; a 
conquered prey which it will presently throw upon 
the rocks down there below the headland. 

The minutes seem hours. Nothing can be done. 
We must go on, round the point in front of us, and 
when we have done that we shall be sheltered and in 
safety. 

At last we reach it. The sea i.<i now calm and 
smooth, protected as it is by the long tongue of 
rocks aA>d earth which forms the Oape of Antihes. 
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There is the harbor from which we started only 
a few days ago, although it seems to me we have 
been voyaging for months, and^we enter just as noon 
is striking. 

The men are radiant on finding themselves back 
again, though Bernard repeats at every other mo- 
ment: 

“Ah, sir, our poor little boat! It went to my 
heart to see it go down like that !” 

As for me, I took the four o’clock train to go and 
dine with my friend in the principality of Monaco. 

I wish I had time to write at length about this 
remarkable state, smaller than many a village in 
France, but wherein one may find an absolute sov- 
ereign, bishops, an army of Jesuits and seminarists 
more numerous than the army of the ruler, an artil- 
lery the^uns of which are nearly all rifled, an eti- 
quette more ceremonious than that of his lamented 
majesty Louis XIV., a royal prerogative more 
despotic than that of William of Prussia, joined to a 
magnificent toleration for the vices of humanity, on 
which, indeed, sovereign, bishops, Jesuits, seminar- 
ists, ministers, army, magistrates, every one, in short, 
exists. 

Hail to this '^reat pacific monarch, who, without 
fear of invasion or revolution, reigns peacefully over 
his hapjiy little flock ot .subjects, in the midst of court 
ceremonies wliich preserve intact the traditions of 
the four curtsies, the twenty-si"' hand-kissings and 
all the forms in use once upon a lime at the court of 
great rulers 

This monarch, moreover, is neither sanguinary 
nor vindictive, and when he banishes any one, as he 
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does sometimes, the measure is put in force with the 
utmost delicacy. 

Is a proof needful ?- 

A persistent player, on a day of ill luck, insulted 
the sovereign. A decree was issued for his ex- 
pulsion. 

During a whole month he prowled around the for- 
bidden paradise, fearing the sword blade of the arch- 
angel in the guise of the sabre of the policeman. 
One day, however, he hardened his heart, crossed the 
frontier, reached the very centre of the kingdom in 
thirty seconds and penetrated into the precincts of 
the Casino. But suddenly an official stopped him. 

“Are you not banished, sir ?” 

“Yes, sir; but I leave by the next train.” 

“Oh, in that case it is all right. You can go in.” 

And every week he came back, and each time the 
same functionary asked him the same qudition, to 
which he invariably gave the same answer. 

Could justice be more gentle? 

Within the last few y'ears, however, a very serious 
and novel case occurred within the kingdom. 

This was an assassination. 

A man, a native of Monaco, not one of the wan- 
dering strangers of whom one meets legions on these 
shores — a husband, in a moment of anger, killed his 
wife, killed her without rhyme or reaton, without 
any excuse that could be accepted. 

Indignation was unanimous throughout the prin- 
cipality. 

The supieme court met to judge this exceptional 
case — a murder had never taken place before — and 
the wretch was, with one voice, condemned to death. 

The indignant sovereign ratified the sentence. 
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There only remained to execute the criminaU 
Then arose a difficulty. The country possessed 
neither guillotine nor executioner. 

What was to be done ? By ’/he advice of the Min- 
ister of Foreign Affairs the prince opened negotia- 
tions with France to obtain the loan of a headsman 
and hib apparatus. 

Long deliberations took place in the ministry at 
Paris. At last they replied by sending an estimate 
of the cost of moving the woodwork and the prac- 
titioner. The whole amounted to sixteen thousand 
francs. 

The monarch of Monaco reflected that the opera- 
tion would cost him dear, the assassin was certainly 
not worth that price. Sixteen thousand francs for 
the head of a wretch like that? Never! 

The same request was addressed to the Italian 
Govern aunt. A king and a brother would, no 
doubt, show himself less exacting than a republic. 

The Italian Government sent in a bill which 
amounted to twelve thousand francs. 

Twelve thousand francs ! It would be necessary 
to impose a new tax, a tax of two francs a head! 
This would be enough to cause serious and hitherto 
unknown trouble in the state. 

Then they bethought them of having the villain 
beheaded by a simple soldier. But the general, on 
being consulted, replied hesistatingly that perhaps 
his men had scarcely sufficient practice to acquit 
themselves satisfactorily of a ^ask which undoubt- 
edly demanded great experience in the handling of 
the sword. 

Then the prince again assembled the supreme 
court and submitted to it this embarrassing case. 
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They deliberated long, without finding any prac- 
tical way out of the difficulty. At last the first 
president proposed to commute the sentence of 
death to that of lilelong imprisonment, and the 
measure was adopted. 

But they did not own a prison. Tt was necessary 
to fit one up, and a jailer was appointed who took 
charge of the prisoner. 

For six months all went well. The captive slept 
all day on a straw mattress in the nook arranged 
for him, and his guardian lazily reclined upon a 
chair before the door, while he watched the pass- 
ersby. 

The prince, however, is economical — extrava- 
gance is not his greatest fault — and he has accurate 
accounts laid before him of the smallest expenses of 
his state — the list of them is not a long one. They 
handed him, therefore, the bill of expenses nicurred 
in the creation of this new function, the e('st of the 
prison, the prisoner and the watchman. The salary 
of this last was a heavy burden on the budget of the 
sovereign. 

At first he merely made a wry face over it, but 
when he reflected tliat this might go on forever — the 
prisoner was young — he requested Iiis Minister of 
Justice to take measures to suppress the expense. 

The minister consulted the PresKlc’it of the 
Tribunal, and tlie two agreed to siip])ic-s tlie ex- 
pense of a jailer. The prisoner, thn^ invited to 
guard himself, could not fail to escape, which would 
solve the question to the satisfaction of <ill parties. 

The jailer was therefore restored to hi'^ family, 
and it became the duty of a scullion fiom the palace 
kitchen to carry to the prisoner his morning and 
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evening meals. But the captive made no attempt to 
recover his libert\. 

Finally one day, as they h 2 |l neglected to fnrnish 
him with food, they beheld him tranquilly appear at 
the palace to claim it: and from that day forward 
it became his habit to come at meal times to the 
palace, to cat with the servants, whose friend he 
became, and to thus save the cook the trouble of the 
walk to and fro. 

After breakfast he would take a turn as far as 
Monte Carlo. Re sometimes went into the Casino 
to venture a five-franc piece on the green cloth. 
When he had won, he gave himself a good dinner 
at one of the most fashionable bolds, then he re- 
turned to his prison, carefully locking his door on 
the inside. 

He n^ver slept awa> a single night. 

The situation became a little puzzling, not for 
the convict, but for the judges. 

The court assembled afresh, and it was decided 
that they should invite the criminal to leave the 
State of Monaco. 

When this decision was announcerl to him he 
simply replied ’ 

“You are pleased to be facetious. Well, and 
what would become of me in that ca.e? I have no 
longer any means of ibsistciice. 1 have no longer 
a family. What would you ha\e me do? I was con- 
demned" to death. You did not choose to execute 
me. I made no complaint, i vas afterward con- 
demned to iniprisfmnicnt for litc and plated in the 
hands of a jailei. You took away my guardian. 
Again I made no complaint. 

“Now, to-day, you want to turn me out of the 
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country. Not if I know it. I am a prisoner, your 
prisoner, judged and condemned by you. I am 
faithfull (T fulfilling mj^ sentence. I remain here.*' 

The supreme court was nonplussed. The prince 
was in a terrible rage and ordered fresh measures to 
be taken. 

Deliberations were resumed. 

Then, at last, they decided to offer the culprit a 
pension of six hundred francs if he would leave the 
state and live elsewhere. 

He accepted. 

He has rented a little plot five minutes* walk from 
the kingdom of his former sovereign and lives hap- 
pily upon hib property, cultivating a few vegetables 
and despising all potentates. 

However, the court of Monaco has profited, 
though a little late, by this experience, ^nd has 
made a treat> with the French Government by 
which they send their convicts over to France, who 
keeps them out of sight in consideration of a mod- 
est compensation. 

In the judicial archives of the piincipahty one 
is shown the decree which settles the pension by 
which the rascal was induced to leave the State of 
Monaco. 

Opposite the palace rises the rival establishment, 
the Koulettc There is, however, no hatred, no 
hostility between them, for the latter suppoits the 
former, which in return protects it. Admirable ex- 
ample; unique instance of two neighboring and pow- 
erful families living in peace in one tiny slate, an 
example well calculated to efface the lemeinbrance 
of the Capulcts and the Montagues. Here the house 
of the sovereign, there the gambling house, the old 
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and the new society fraternizing to the sound of 
gold. 

The halls of tlie Casino are as freely open to 
strangers as those of the princtlare difficult of access. 

I turn to the first. 

A noise of money, continuous as that of the 
waves — a noise at once deep, light and terrible — ^fills 
the ears from the moment one enters, then fills the 
soul, stirs the heart, troubles the mind and bewilders 
thought. Everywhere this sound, this singing, cry- 
ing, calling, tempting, rending sound. 

Around the tables a motley crowd of players, the 
scum of every continent and of every society, mixed 
with princes o*‘ future kings, women of fashion, 
bourgeois, money lenders, disreputable women; a 
mixture, unique in the world, of men of all races, of 
all castes, of all kinds, of every origin; a perfect 
museui#of adventurers from Russia, Brazil, Chili, 
Italy, Spain, Germany ; of old women with reticules, 
of disreputable young ones carrying on their wrist 
little purses containing keys, a handkerchief and the 
three last five-franc pieces which are kept for the 
green cloth when the vein of luck shall chance to 
return. 

I approached the first table and saw a pale face, 
with lined forehead and hard-set lips, features con- 
tracted and with a bad expression — the young 
woman of Agay Bay, tiie beautiful sweetheart of the 
sunny wood and the moonlit bay. He, too, is there, 
seated before her, his hand res mg on a few napo- 
leons. 

“Play on the first square," said she. 

He inquired anxiously: 

“All?” 
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«ycs, all/^ 

He placed the coins in a little heap. 

The croupier turned the wheel. The ball ran, 
danced and stopped. ^ 

^‘Nothing further counts,” jerks forth the voice, 
which resumes after a moment : 

“Twenty-eight.” 

The young woman startea and in a hard, sharp 
tone said: 

“Come away.” 

He rose, and, without looking at her, followed her; 
and one felt that some dreadful thing had sprung 
up between them. 

Some one remarked: 

“Good-by to love. They don’t look as if they were 
of one mind to-day.” 

A hand taps me on the shoulder. I turn round. 
It is my friend. ^ 

I have now only to ask pardon for having thus 
trespassed on my reader by talking so much of 
myself. I had written this journ.d of da) dreams 
entirely for myself, or, rather, I had taken advantage 
of my floating solitude to capture the wandering 
ideas which aie wont to traverse our minds, like 
birds on the wing 

But I am asked to publish these few pages, which, 
unconnected, deficient in composition and in art, fol- 
low one aftei the 'other without a leason and ab- 
ruptly conclude vMthout a motive, siinpl) because a 
squall of wind put an end to my voyage 

I have yielded to this request. Perhaps I am 
wrong. 
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SIMON’S PAPA 

N oon had just struck. The school door 
opened and the youngsters darted out, jostling 
each other in their haste to get out quickly. 
But instead of promptly dispersing and going home 
to dinner as usual, they stopped a few paces off, 
Vroke up into knots, and began whispering. 

The fact was that, that morning, Simon, the son 
of La Blanchotte, had, for the 6rst time, attended 
school. 

They had all of them in their families heard talk 
of La Blanchotte; and, although in public she was 
welcome enough, the mothers among themselves 
treated her with a somewhat disdainful compas- 
sion, which the children had imitated without in the 
least knowing w'hy 

As for Simon himself, they did not know him, for 
he never went out, and did not run about with them 
in the streets of the village, or along the banks of 
the river. And they did not care for him; so it 
was with a certain deh;^ t, mingled with considerable 
astonishment, that they met and repeated to each 
other what had been said by a lad of fourteen or 
fifteen who appeared to know a about it, so saga- 
ciously did he wink “You knov.— Simon- -well, he 
has no pajia.” 

Just thin La Blanchette’s son appeared in the 
doorway of the school. 
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He was seven or eight years old, rather pale, very 
neat, with a timid and almost awkward manner. 

He was starting home to his mother*s house 
when the groups of iis schoolmates, whispering and 
watching him with the mischievous and heartless 
eyes of children bent upon playing a nasty trick, 
gradually closed in around him and ended by sur- 
rounding him altogether. There he stood in their 
midst, surprised and embarrassed, not understanding 
what they were going to do with him. But the lad 
who had brought the news, puffed up with the suc- 
cess he had^met with already, demanded: 

‘What is your name, you?*' 

He answered* “Simon.” 

“Simon what?” retorted the other. 

The child, altogether bewildered, repeated; 
^^Simon,” 

The lad shouted at him: ‘‘One is namdJ Simon 
something — that is not a name — Simon indeed.” 

The child, on the brink of tears, replied for the 
third time: 

“My name is Simon.” 

The urchins began to laugh. The triumphant 
tormentor cried* “You can see plainly that he has 
no papa.” 

deep silence ensued. The children were dum- 
Ifiunded by this extraordinary, impossible, monstrous 
thing — a boy who had not a papa ; they looked upon 
him as a phenomenon, an unnatural being, and they 
felt that hitherto inexplicable contempt of their 
mothers for La Blanchotte growing upon them. As 
for Simon, he had leaned against a tree to avoid 
falling, and he remained as if prostrated by an ir- 
reparable disaster. He sought to explain, but could 
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think of nothing to say to refute this horrible charge 
that he had no papa. At last he shouted at them 
quite recklessly: ‘‘Yes, I have one/^ 

“Where is he?*^ demanded tile boy. 

Simon was silent, he did not know. The children 
roared, tremendously excited; and those country 
boys, little more than aimals, experienced that cruel 
craving which prompts the fowls of a farmyard to 
destroy one of their number as soon as it is 
wounded. Simon suddenly espied a little neighbor, 
the son of a widow, whom he hac^ seen, as he himself 
was to be seen, always alone with his mother. 

“And no more have you,’’ he said; “no more have 
you a papa.” 

“Yes,” replied the other, “I have one.” 

“Where is he?” rejoined Simon 

“lie is (Ie(Ml,” dcclcired tbe brat, with superb dig- 
nity, is 111 the cemetery, my papa.” 

A rnuimur of appio\ d rose among the little 
wretches as li this fact of po'^sessing a papa dead 
in a cemetery had caused thtir comrade to grow big 
enough to crush the other one who had no papa at 
all. And these boys, whosf' fathers were for the 
most part had men, drunkards, thieves, and who 
beat their wives, jostled each other to press closer 
and closer, as though they the legitimate ones, 
would smother by them pres ure one who was ille* 
gitimate. 

The boy who chanced to be next Simon suddenly 
pul his tongue out at him with a mocking air and 
shouted at Inm : 

“No papa* No t'apa^” 

Simon seized him l>y the hair with both hands and 
set to work to disable his legs with kicks, while he 
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bit his cheek ferociously. A tremendous struggle 
ensued between the two combatants, and Simon 
found himself beaten, torn, bruised, rolled on the 
ground in the mid^" of the ring of applauding 
schoolboys. As he arose, mechanically brushing 
with his hand his little blouse all covered with dust, 
some one shouted at him: 

^*Go and tell your papa/' 

Then he felt a great sinking at his heart. They 
were stronger than he was, they had beaten him, 
and he had no answer to give them, for he knew 
well that it was true that he had no papa. Full of 
pride, he attempted for some moments to struggle 
against the tears which were choking him. He had 
a feeling of suffocation, and then without any sound 
he commenced to weep, with great shaking sobs. A 
ferocious joy broke out among his enemies, and, 
with one accord, just like savages in theif fearful 
festivals, they took each other by the hand and 
danced round him in a circle, repeating as a re- 
frain : 

“No papa ! No papa !" 

But suddenly Simon ceased sobbing. He became 
ferocious. There were stones under his feet; he 
picked them up and with all his strength hurled 
them at his tormentors. Two or three were struck 
and rushed off yelling, and so formidable did he ap- 
pear that the rest became panic-stricken. Cowards, 
as the mob always is in presence of an exasperated 
roan, they broke up and fled. Left alone, the little 
fellow without a father set off running toward the 
fields, for a recollection had been awakened in him 
which determined his soul to a great resolve. He 
made up his mind to drown himself in the river. 
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He remembered, in fact, that eight days before, 
a poor devil who begged for his livelihood had 
thrown himself into the water because he had no 
more money. Simon had been there when they 
fished him out again; and the wretched man, who 
usually seemed to him so miserable, and ugly, had 
then struck him as being so peaceful with his pale 
cheeks, his long drenched beard, and his open eyes 
full of calm. The bystanders had said: 

‘‘He is dead.’^ 

And some one had said: 

‘Tie is quite happy now.'' 

And Simon wished to drown himself also, be- 
cause he had no father, just like the wretched being 
who had no money. 

He reached the water and watched it flowing. 
Some fish wert sporting briskly in the clear stream 
and occasionally made a httlc bound and caught 
the flies flying on the surface. He stopped crying 
in order to watch them, for their maneuvers inter- 
ested him greatly. But, at interval, as in a tempest 
intervals of calm alternate suddenly with tremen- 
dous gusts of wind, which snap off the trees and 
then lose themselves in the horizon, this thought 
would return to him with intense pain: 

‘T am going to drown myself because I have no 
papa." 

It was very warm, dut weather. The pleasant 
sunshine warmed the grass. The water shone like 
a mirror. And Simon enjoyed some minutes of 
happiness, of that languor wti'^h follows weeping, 
and felt inclined to fall asleep there upon the grass 
in the warm sunshine. 

A little green frog leaped from under his feet. He 
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endeavored to catch it It escaped him. He fol- 
lowed it and lost it three times in succession. At 
last he caught it by one of its hind legs and began 
to laugh as he saw tl^e efforts the creature made to 
escape. It gathered itself up on its hind legs and 
then with a violent spring suddenly stretched them 
out as stiff as two bars; while it beat the air with 
its front legs as though thej were hands, its round 
eyes staring in their circle of yellow. It reminded 
him of a toy made of straight slips of wood nailed 
zigzag one on the other, which by a similar move- 
ment regulated the movements of the little soldiers 
fastened thereon. Then he thought of his hone, 
and then of his mother, and, overcome by sorrow, 
he again began to weep. A shiver passed over him. 
He knelt down and said his prayers as before going 
to bed. But he was unable to finish them, for tu- 
multuous, violent sobs shook his whole frane. He 
no longer thought, he no longer saw anything around 
him, and was wholly absorbed in crying. 

Suddenly a heavy hand was placed upon his 
shoulder, and a rough voice asked him ; 

“What is it that causes you so much grief, my 
little man ?” 

Simon turned round. A tall workman with a 
beard and black curly hair was staring at him good- 
naturedly. He answered with his eyes and throat 
full of tears: 

“They beat me — ^because — I — I have no — papa — 
no papa.” 

“What'” said the man, smiling; “why, everybody 
has one.” 

The child answered painfully amid his spasms of 
grief : 
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“But I — I — I have none.” 

Then the workman became serious. He had rec- 
ognized La Blanchotte’s son, and, although himself 
a new arrival in the neighboiliood, he had a vague 
idea of her history. 

“Well,” said he, “console yourself, my boy, and 
come with me home to your mother. They will give 
you — a papa.” 

And so they started on the way, the big fellow 
holding the little fellow by the hand, and the man 
smiled, for he was not sorry to see tins Blanchette, 
who was, it was said, one of the prettiest girlb of the 
countr) side, and, perhaps, he was saying to himself, 
at the bottom of his heart, that a lass wrho had erred 
might very well err again. 

They arrived in front of a very neat little white 
house. , 

“There it is,” exclaimed the child, and he cried, 
“Mamma!” 

A woman appeared, and the workman instantly 
left off smiling, for he saw at once that there was 
no fooling to be done with the tall pale girl who 
stood austerely at her door as though to defend 
from one man the threshold of that house where she 
had already been betrayed by another. Intimi- 
dated, his cap in his hand, he stammered out; 

“See, madainc, I ’'avr brought you back your 
little boy who had lost himself near the river.” 

But Simon flung ins arms about his mother’s neck 
and told her, as he again bega to cry : 

“No, mamma, I wished to d*own myself, because 
the others had beaten me — had beaten me — because I 
have no papa.” 

A burning redness covered the young woman's 
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cheeks; and, hurt to the quick, she embraced her 
child passionately, while the tears coursed down her 
face. The man, much moved, stood there, not know- 
ing how to get away! But Simon suddenly ran to 
him and said: 

“Will you be my papa?’^ 

A deep silence ensued. La Blanche tte, dumb and 
tortured with shame, leaned herself against the 
wall, both her hands upon her heart. The child, 
seeing that no answer was made him, replied: 

“If you will not, I shall go back and drown my- 
self " 

The workman took the matter as a jest and an- 
swered, laughing: 

“Why, yes, certainly I will.’' 

“What is your name,” went on the child, “so that 
T may tell the others when they wish to know your 
name ?” 

“Philip,” answered the man. 

Simon was silent a moment so that he might get 
the name well into his head; then he stretched out 
his arms, quite consoled, as he said: 

“Well, then, Philip, you are my papa.” 

The workman, lifting him from the ground, 
kissed him hastily on both checks, and then walked 
away very quickly with great strides 

When the cliild returned to school next day he 
was received with a spiteful laugh, and at the end 
of school, when the lads were on the point of re- 
commencing. Simon threw these words at their 
heads as he would have done a stone : “He is named 
Philip, my papa.” 

Yells of delight burst out from all sides. 
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‘Thilip who? Philip what? What on earth is 
Philip? Where did you pick up your Philip ?’' 

Simon answered nothing; and, immovable in his 
faith, he defied them with his.cye, ready to be mar- 
tyred rather than fly before tnem. The school mas- 
ter came to his rescue and he returned home to his 
mother. 

During three months, the tall workman, Philip* 
frequently passed by La Blanchotlc’s house, and 
sometimes he made bold to speak to her when he saw 
her sewing near the window. She answered him 
civilly, always sedately, never joking with bun, nor 
permitting him to enter her house. Notwithstand^ 
ing, being, like all men, a bit of a coxcomb, he imag* 
ined that she was often rosier than u.>ual when she 
chatted with him. 

But a lost reputation is so difficult to regain 
and always remains so fragile that, in spite of the 
shy reserve of T.a Blanchotte, they already gossiped 
in the neighborhood. 

As for Simon, he loved his new' papa very much, 
and walked with him nearly every evening when the 
day’s work was done. Pie W'ent regularly to school, 
and mixed wdth great dignity witli his schoolfellows 
without ever answering them hack. 

One ilay, however, the lad who had first attacked 
him said to him : 

*‘You have lied, ^ou have not a papa named 
Philip.’’ 

‘‘Why do you say that ?” demanded Simon, 
much disturbed. 

The youth rubbed his hands. He replied : 

“Because if you had one he would be .your mam- 
ma’s husband,” 


9 



SIMON’S PAPA 


Simon was confused by the truth of this reason* 
ing; nevertheless, he retorted: 

“He is my papa, all the same/' 

“That can very well be,” exclaimed the urchin 
with a sneer, “but that is not being your papa al- 
together.” 

La Blanchette’s little one bowed his head and 
went off dreaming in the direction of the forge 
belonging to old I^oizon, where Philip worked. 

This forge was as though buried beneath trees. 
It was very dark there; the red glare of a formidable 
furnace alone lit up with great flashes five black- 
smiths, who hammered upon their anvils with a ter- 
rible din. They were standing enveloped in flame, 
like demons, their eyes fixed on the red-hot iron they 
were pounding; and their dull ideas rose and fell 
with their hammers. 

Simon entered without being noticed, anb went 
quietlv to pluck his friend by the sleeve. The latter 
turned round All at once the work came to a 
standstill, and all the men looked on, very attentive. 
Then, in the midst of this unaccustomed silence, rose 
the slender pipe of Simon’ 

“Say, Philip, the Michaude boy told me just now 
that you were not altogether my papa.” 

“Why not ?” asked the blacksmith. 

The child replied with all innocence: 

“Because you are not my mamma’s husband.” 

No one laughed. Philip remained standing, leaii% 
ing his forehead upon the back of his great hands, 
which supported the handle of his hammer standing 
upright upon the anvil. He mused. His four com** 
panions watched him, and Simon, a tiny mite among 
these giants, anxiously waited. Suddenly, one of 
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tne smiths, answering to the sentiment of all, said 
to Philip: 

“La Blanchotte is a good, honest girl, and up- 
right and steady in spite of her misfortune, and 
would make a worthy wife fen* an honest man.” 

“That is true,” remarked the three others. 

The smith continued : 

“Is it the girl’s fault if she went wrong? She 
had been promised marriage ; and I know more than 
one who is much respected to-day, and who sinned 
every bit as much.” 

“That is true,” responded the three men in chorus. 

He resumed: 

“How hard she has toiled, poor thing, to bring 
up her child all alone, and how she has wept all these 
years she has never gone out except to church, God 
only knows.” 

“ riift, is also true ” said the others. 

Then nothing was heard but the bellows which 
fanned the fire of ihe furnace Philip hastily bent 
himself down to Simon: 

“Go and tell your mother that I am coming to 
speak to her this evening.” 

Then he pushed the child out by the shoulders. 
He returned to his W’ork, and with a single blow the 
five hammers again fell upon their anvils. Thus 
they wrought the iron until nightfall, strong, power- 
ful, happy, like conten.cd nammers. But just as the 
great bell of a cathedral resounds upon least days 
above the jingling of the other hells, so Philip’s ham- 
mer, sounding above the rest, clanged second after 
second with a deafening uproar. And he stood 
amid the flying sparks plying his trade vigorously. 

The sky was full of stars as he knocked at La 
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Blanchotte’s door. He had on his Sunday blouse, 
a clean shirt, and his beard was trimmed. The 
young woman showed herself upon the threshold, 
and said in a grieved, tone : 

“It is ill to come thus when night has fallen, Mr. 
Philip.” 

He wished to answer, but stammered and stood 
confused before her. 

She resumed : 

“You understand, do you not, that it will not do 
for me to be talked about again.” 

“What does that matter to me, if you will be 
my wife!” 

No voice replied to him, but he believed that he 
heard in the shadow of the room the sound of a 
falling body. He entered quickly ; and Simon, who 
had gone to bed, distinguished the sound of a kiss 
and some words that his mother murmured softly. 
Then, all at once, he found himself lifted up by the 
hands of his friend, who, holding him at the length 
of his herculean arms, exclaimed: 

“You will tell them, your schoolmates, that 
your papa is Philip Rem>, the blacksmith, and that 
he will pull the ears of all who do you any harm.” 

On the morrow, when the school was full and 
lessons were about to begin, little Simon stood up, 
quite pale with trembling lips: 

“My papa,” said he in a clear voice, “is Philip 
Remy, the blacksmith, and he has promised to pull 
the ears of all who does me any harm.” 

This time no one laughed, for he was very well 
known, was Philip Remy, the blacksmith, and was 
a papa of whom any one in the world would have 
been proud. 
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L EMONNTER had remained a widower with 
one child. He had loved his wife devotedly, 
with a tender and exalted love, without a 
slip, during their entire married life. He was a 
good, honest man, perfectly simple, sincere, without 
suspicion or malice. 

He fell in love with a poor neighbor proposed and 
was accepted. He was making a very comfortable 
living out of the wholesale cloth business, and^ he 
did no* for a minute suspect that the young girl 
might have accepted him for anything else but him- 
self. 

She made him happy. She was everything to 
him; he only thought of her, looked at her con- 
tinually, with worshiping eyes. During meals he 
would make any number of blunders, in order not to 
have to take his eyes from the beloved face; he 
would pour the wine in his plate and the water in 
the salt-cellar, then he would laugh like a child, re- 
peating • 

“You see, I love you too much; that makes me 
crazy,” 

She would smile with a calm and resigned look; 
then she would look away, as though embarrassed 
by the adoration of her husband, and try to make 
him talk about something else; but he would take 
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her hand under the table and he would hold it ia 
his, whispering: 

*‘My little Jeanne, my darling little Jeanne 1” 

She sometimes lost patience and said: 

*‘Come, come, be reksonable ; eat and let me eat.” 

He would sigh and break off a mouthtul of bread, 
which he would then chew dowly 

For five years they had no children. Then sud- 
denly she announced to him that this state of affairs 
would soon cease. He was wild with )oy. He no 
longer left her for a minute, until his old nurse, who 
had brought him up and who often ruled the house, 
would push him out and close the door behind him, 
in order to compel him to go out in the fresh air. 

He had grown very intniiatc wuh a young man 
who had known his wife since childhood, and who 
was one of the prefect’s secretaries. M. Duretour 
would dine three times a week with the Lenin miiers, 
bringing flowers to madamc, and sometimes a box 
at the theater; and often, at the end of the dinner, 
Lemonnier, growing tender, turning towards his 
wife, would explain: “With a companion like you 
and a friend like him, a man is completely happy on 
earth.” 

She died in childbirth. The shock almost killed 
him. But the sight of the child, a poor, moaning 
little creature, gave him courage. 

He loved it with a passionate and sorrowful love, 
with a morbid love in which stuck the memory of 
death, but in which lived something of his worship 
for the dead mother. It was the flesh of his wife, 
her being continued, a sort of quintessence of her- 
self. This child was her very life transferred to 
another body; she had disappeared that it might 
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exist, and the father would smother it in with 
kisses. But also, this child had killed her; he had 
stolen this beloved creature, his life was at the cost 
of hers. And M. Lemonnier would place his son 
in the cradle and would sit-down and watch him. 
He would sit this way by the hour, looking at him, 
dreaming of thousands of things, sweet or sad. 
Then, when the little one was asleep, he would bend 
over him and sob. 

♦ He t ♦ ★ V 

The child grew The father could no longer 
spend an hour away from him; ne would stay near 
him, take him out for walks, and himself dress him, 
wash him, make him eat. His triend, M. Duretour, 
also seemed to love the boy; he would kiss him 
wildly, in those frenzies of tenderness which are 
characteristic of patents. He w’ould toss him> in 
his artns, he would trot him on his knees, by the 
hour, and M. Lemonnier. delighted, would mutter: 

‘'Isn’t he a darling? Isn’t he a darling?” 

And M. Duretour would hug the child in his arms 
and tickle his neck wdlh his mustache. 

Celeste, the old nurse, alone, seemed to have no 
tenderness for the little one. She would grow 
angry at his pranks, and seemed impatient at the 
caresses of the two men. She would exclaim: 

“How can you expect to bring a child up like 
that? You’ll make a perfect miinkey out of him.” 

Years went by, and Jean was nine years old. He 
hardly knew how to read; he had been so spoiled, 
and only did as he saw fit. lie was willful, stub- 
born and quick-tempered. The father always gave 
in to him and let him have his own way. M. Dure- 
tour would always buy him all the toys he wished, 
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and he fed him on cake and candies. Then Celeste 
would grow angry and exclaim: 

"It's a shame, monsieur, a shame. You are 
spoiling this child. But it will have to stop; yes, 
sir, I tell you it will have to stop, and before long, 
too.” 

M. Lemonnier would answer, smiling : 

"What can you expect? 1 love him too much, I 
can't resist him; you must get used to it.” 

* * It * * * it 

Jean was delicate, rather. The doctor said that 
he was anaemic, prescribed iron, rare meat and 
broth. 

But the little fellow loved only cake and refused 
all other nourishment; and the father, in despair, 
stuffed him with cream-puffs and chocolate eclairs. 

One evening, as they were sitting down to sup- 
per, Celeste brought on the soup with an air au- 
thority and an assurance which she did not usually 
have. She took off the cover and, dipping the ladle 
into the dish, she declared: 

"Here is some broth such as I have never made; 
the young one will have to take some this time.” 

M. Lemonnier, frightened, bent his head. He 
saw a storm brewing. 

Celeste took his plate, filled it herself and placed 
it in front of him. 

He tasted the soup and said: 

"It is, indeed, excellent.” 

The servant took the boy’s plate and poured a 
spoonful of soup in it. Then she retreated a few 
steps and waited. 

Jean smelled the food and pushed his plate away 
with an expression of disgust. Celeste, suddenly 
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pale, quickly stepped forward and forcibly poured a 
spoonful down the child’s open mouth. 

He choked, coughed, sneezed, spat; howling, he 
seized his glass and threw it at his nurse. She re- 
ceived it full in the stomach ^Then, exasperated, she 
took the young shaver’s head under her arm and be- 
gan pouring spoonful after spoonful of soup down 
his throat. He grew as red as a beet, and he would 
cough it up, stamping, twisting, choking, beating the 
air with his hands. 

At first the father was so surprised that he coulo 
not move. Then, suddenly, he rushed forward, wilo 
with rage, seized the servant by the throat and thre\\ 
her up again*?! the wall stammering* 

“Out f Out * Out ’ you brute 
But she shook him off, and, her hair streaming 
downther back, lier ejes snapping, she cried oiit: 

“What’s gettin’ hold of )ou? You’re trying to 
thrash me because 1 am ^taking this child eal soup 
when you an filling him 'with sweet stuff 
He kept repeating, trcnmling irom head to foot. 
“Out* Get out— get out, >ou brute*” 

Then, wild, she turned to him and, pushing her 
face up against hib, her voice trembling * 

“Ah*— you think— you think ^that you can treat 
me like that? Oh* no And for wliom ?— for that 
brat who is not even yours. No, not yours* No, 
not vours— not yours* FvcrybcKly knows it, except 
yourself* Ask the grocer, the butcher, the baker, 
all of them, any one of them 
She was grovling and fumbling, choked with 
passion; then slu slopped ancj looked at him. 

He was motionless livid, his arms hanging by his 
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sides. After a short pause, he murmured in a faints 
shaky voice, instinct with deep feeling: 

“You say ? you say ? What do you say ?” 

She remained silent, frightened by his appearancft 
Once more he stepped t^rward, repeating : 

“You say — what do you say?” 

Then in a calm voice, she answered: 

“I say what I know, what ''verjbody knows.” 

He seized her and, with the fury of a beast, hn 
tried to throw her down. Rut, although old, she 
was strong and nimble. She slipped under his arm, 
and running around the table once more furious, she 
screamed : 

“Look at him, just look at him, fool that you arc • 
Isn’t he the living image of M. Durefour? Just 
look at his nose and his eyes • Are yours like that? 
And his hairi Is it like his mothei’s? I tell you 
that everyone knows u, everyone except yoii*’'*elf! 
It’s the joke of the town ' Look at him •” 

She went to the door, opened it, and disappeared. 

Jean, frightened, sat motionless before his plate 
of soup. 

>|E * * 

At the end of an hour, she returned gently, to see 
how matters stood. The child, after doing away 
with all the cakes and a pitcher full of cream and 
one of syrup, was now emptying the jam-pot with 
his soup-spoon. 

The father had gone out. 

Celeste took the child, kissed him, and gently car- 
ried him to his room and put him to bed She came 
back to the dining-room, cleared the table, put every- 
thing in place, feeling very uneasy all the time 

Not a single sound could be heard throughout the 
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house She put her ear against’s her master^s door. 
He seemed to be perfectly still. She put her eye to 
the keyhole. He was writing, and seemed very 
calm. 

Then she returned to thd kitchen and sat down* 
ready for any emergency. She slept on a chair and 
awoke at daylight. 

She did the rooms as she had been accustomed to 
every morning; she swept and dusted, and, towards 
eight o’clock, prepared M. Lcnionnicr’s breakfast. 

But she did not dare bring il to her master, know- 
ing too well how she would be received ; she waited 
for him to ring But he did not ring Nine o’clock, 
then ten o’clock went by. 

Celeste, not knowing what to think, prepared her 
tray and started up with it, her heart beating fast 

She stopped before the door and listened. Every- 
tbingi was still. She knocked , no answer. Then, 
gathering up all her courage, she opened the door 
and entered. With a wild shriek, she dropped the 
breakfast iray which she had been holding in her 
hand. 

In the middle of the room, M. Lemonnier was 
hanging by a rope from a ring in the ceiling. His 
longue was sticking out horribly. Ilis right slipper 
was lying on the ground, his left one still on his 
foot. An upturned chair had rolled over to the bed. 

Celeste, da/ed, an away shrieking. All the 
neighbors crowded together. The physician declared 
that he had died at about midnight. 

A letter addressed to M. f*uretnur was found on 
the table of the suicide. It ontained these words: 

“I leave and entrust the child to you !” 
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A country excursion 

F or five months they had been talking of going 
to take luncheon in one of the country suburbs 
of Paris on Madame Dufour’s birthday, and 
as they were looking forward very impatiently to 
the outing, they rose very early that morning. Mon- 
sieur Dufour had borrowed the milkman’s wagon 
and drove himself. It was a very tidy, two-whceled 
conveyance, with a cover supported liy four iron 
rods, with curtains that had been drawn uji, except 
the one at the back, which floated out like a sail. 
Madame Dufour, resplendent in a wonderful, ckerry- 
colored silk dress, sat by the side of her husband. 

The old grandmother and a girl sat behind them 
on two chairs, and a boy with yellow hair was lying 
at the bottom of the wagon, with nothing to be seen 
of him except his head. 

When they reached the bridge of Neuilly, Mon- 
sieur Dufour said: “Here we are in the country 
at last!” and al that signal his wife grew senti- 
mental about the beauties of nature. When they 
got to the crossroads at Courbevoie tlicy were seized 
with admiration for the distant landscape. On the 
right was Argenteuil with its bell tower, and above 
it rose the hills of Sannois and the null of Orge- 
mont, while on the left the aqueduct of Marly stood 
out against the clear morning sky, and in the dis- 
tance they could see the terrace of Saint-Germain; 
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and opposite them, at the end of a low chain of hills, 
the new fort of Cormeilles. Quite in the distance, 
a very long way off, beyond the plains and village, 
one could see the sombre green of the forests. 

The sun was beginning h burn their faces, the 
dust got into their eyes, and on either side of the 
road there stretched an interminable tract of bare, 
ugly country with an unpleasant odor. One might 
have thought that it had been ravaged by a pesti- 
lence, winch had even attacked the buildings, for 
skeletons of dilapidated and deserted houses, or 
small cottages, which were left in an unfinished 
state, because the contractors had not been paid, 
reared their four roofles*' walls on each side. 

Here and there fall factory chimneys rose up 
from the barren soil. The only vegetation on that 
putrjfl land, where the spring brecres wafud an 
odor of jieli oleum and slate, blended with another 
odor that was even less agreeable. At last, how- 
ever, they crossed the Seme a second time, and the 
bridge was a delight. The river sparkled in the 
sun, and they had a feeling of quiet enjoyment, felt 
refreshed as they drank in the purer air that was 
not inipicgnated by the black smoke of factories nor 
by the nna^ma from the deposits of night soil. A 
man whom they met told them that the name of the 
place was Re/ons. Monsieur Dufour pulled up and 
read the attractive announcement outside an eating 
house; Restaurant Poulin, matelottcs and fried 
fish, prizatc moms, arbors, c ’d swings. 

“Well, M.idame Dufour, wnl this suit you? Will 
you make up your mind at last?” 

She read the announcement in her turn and the* 
looked at the house for some time. 
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It was a white country inn, built by the roadside, 
and through the open door she could see the bright 
zinc of the counter, at which sat two workmen in 
their Sunday clothes. At last she made up her 
mind and said: ^ 

“Yes, this will do; and, besides, there is a view.” 

They drove into a large field behind the inn, 
separated from the river by the towing path, and 
dismounted. The husband sprang out first and then 
held out his arms for his wife, and as the step was 
very high, Madame Dufour, in order to reach him, 
had to show the lower part of her limbs, whose 
former slenderness had disappeared in fat, and 
Monsieur Dufour, who was already getting excited 
by the country air, pinched her calf, and then, taking 
her in his arms, he set her on the giound, as if she 
had been some enormous bundle She shoo|: the 
dust out of the silk dress and then looked round to 
see in what sort of a place she was. 

She was a stout woman, of about thirty-six, full- 
blown, and delightful to look at. She could hardly 
breathe, as her corsets were laced too tightly, and 
their pressure forced her superabundant bosom up 
to her double chin. Next the giil placed her hand 
on her father’s shoulder and jumped down lightly. 
The boy with the yellow hair had got down by 
stepping on the wheel, and he helped Monsieur Du- 
four to lift his grandmother out. 1 hen they unhar- 
nessed the horse, which they had tied to a tree, and 
the carriage fell back, with both shafts in the air. 
The men took off their coats and washed their 
hands in a pail of water and then went and joined 
the ladies, who had already taken possession of the 
swings. 
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Mademoiselle Dufour was trying to swing her- 
self standing up, but she could not succeed in get- 
ting a start. She was a pretty girl of about eight- 
een, one of those women who suddenly excite your 
desire when you meet thenj in the street and who 
leave you with a vague feeling of uneasiness and of 
excited senses. She was tall, had a small waist and 
large hips, with a dark skin, very large eyes and 
very bl^ck hair. Her dress clearly marked the out- 
lines of her firm, full figure, which was accentuated 
by the motion of her hips as she tried to swing her- 
self higher. Her arms were stretched upward to 
hold the rope, so that her bosom rose at every move- 
ment she made. Her hat, which a gust of wind had 
blown off, was hanging behind her, and as the swing 
gradually rose higher and higher, she showed her 
delicate limbs up to the knees each time, and the 
bree.« from her flying skirts, which was more heady 
than the fumes of wine, blew into the faces of the 
two men, who were looking at her and smiling. 

Sitting in the other swing, Madame Dufour kept 
saying in a monotonous voice: 

“Cyprian, come and swing me; do come and 
swing me, Cyprian !” 

At last he w'cnt, and turning up his shirt sleeves, 
as if undertaking a hard piece of work, with much 
difficulty he set his wife in motion. Slie clutched 
the two ropc'; and ’’"Id her legs out straight, so as 
not to touch the ground. She enjoyed feeling dizzy 
at the motion of the swing, and her whole figure 
shook like a jtlly on a dish, 1 it as she went higher 
and higher, she became too ,^iddy and was fright- 
ened. b.ach tim^ the swing came down she uttered 
a piercing scream, which made all the little urchins 
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in the neighborhood come round, and down below, 
beneath the garden hedge, she vaguely saw a row of 
mischievous heads making various grimaces as they 
laughed. 

When a servant gjrl came out they ordered 
luncheon. 

“Some fried fish, a rabbit saute, salad and des- 
sert,” Madame Dufour said, viith an important air. 

“Bring two quarts of beer and a bottle of claret,” 
her husband said. 

“We will have lunch on the grass,” the girl added. 

The grandmother, who had an affection for cats, 
had been running after one that belonged to the 
house, trying to coax it to come to her for the last 
ten minutes. The animal, who was no doubt secretly 
flattered by her attentions, kept close to the good 
woman, but just out of reach of her hand, and 
quietly walked round the trees, against which she 
rubbed herself, with her tail up, purring witli 
pleasure. 

“Hello !” suddenly exclaimed the young man 
with the yellow hair, who w.as wandering about 
“Here are two swell boats!” They all went to look 
at them and saw two beautiful canoes in a wooden 
shed; they were as beautifully finished as if they 
had been ornamental furniture. They hung side by 
side, like two tall, slender girls, in their narrow 
shining length, and made one wish to float in them 
on warm summer mornings and evenings along the 
flower-covered banks of the river, where the trees 
dip their branches into the water, where the rushes 
are continually rustling in the breeze and where 
the swift kingfishers dart about like flashes of blue 
lightning. 
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The whole family looked at them with great fe* 
spect* 

“Oh, they are indeed swell boats!” Monsieur 
Dufour repeated gravely, as he examined them like 
a connoiseur. He had been»yn the habit of rowing 
in his younger days, he said, and when he had that 
in his hands — and he went through the action of 
pulling the oars — he did not care a fig for anybody. 
He had beaten more than one Englishman formerly 
at the Joinville regattas. He grew quite excited at 
last and offered to make a bet that in a boat like 
that he could row six leagues an hour without ex- 
erting himself. 

“Luncheon is ready,” the waitress said, appear- 
ing at the entrance to the boathouse, and they all 
hurried off. But two young men had taken the 
very seats that Madame Dufour had selected ^and 
were'^eating their luncheon. No doubt they were 
the owners of the sculls, for they were in boating 
costume. They were i)tretched out, almost lying on 
the chairs; they were sun-browned and their tliii 
cotton jerseys, w’ith short sleeves, showed their bare 
arms, which were as strong as a blacksmith’s. They 
were two strong, athletic fellows, who showed in all 
their movements that elasticity and gra^e of limb 
which can only be acquired by exercise and which 
is so different to the deformity with which monoto- 
nous heavy work sta* ps the mechanic. 

They exchanged a rapid smile when they saw the 
mother and then a glance on ^^eing the daughter. ^ 

“Let us give up our place,” ‘>ne of them said; 
will make us acquainted with iliem.” 

The other got up immediately, and holding his 
black and red boating cap in his hand, he politely 
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offered the ladies the only shady place in the gar- 
den. With many excuses they accepted, and that it 
might be more rural, they sat on the grass, without 
either tables or chairs. 

The two young mefi took their plates, knives, 
forks, etc., to a table a little way off and began to 
eat again, and their bare arms, which they showed 
continually, rather embarrassed the girl. She even 
pretended to turn her head aside and not to see 
them, while Madame Dufour, who was rather bolder, 
tempted by feminine curiosity, looked at them every 
moment, and, no doubt, compared them with the 
secret unsightliness of her husband. She had squat- 
ted herself on ground, with her legs tucked under 
her, after the manner of tailors, and she kept mov- 
ing about restlessly, saying that ants were crawling 
about her somewhere. Monsieur Dufour, annoyed 
at the presence of the polite strangers, was drying 
to find a comfortable position, which he did not, 
however, succeed in doing, and the young man with 
the yellow hair was eating as silently as an ogre. 

“It is lovely weather, monsieur,” the stout lady 
said to one of the boating men. She wished to be 
friendly because they had given up their place. 

“It is, indeed, madame,” he replied. “Do you 
often go into the country?” 

“Oh, only once or twice a year to get a little fresh 
air. And you, monsieur?” 

“I come and sleep here every night.” 

“Oh, that must be very nice !” 

“Certainly it is, madame.” And he gave them 
such a practical account of his daily life that it 
awakened afresh in the hearts of these shopkeepers, 
who were deprived of the meadows and who longed 
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for country walks, to that foolish love of nature 
which they all feel so strongly the whole year round 
behind the counter in their shop. 

The gill raised her eyes and looked at the oars- 
man with emotion and Monspr Dufour spoke for 
the first time. 

“It is indeed a happy life,” he said. And then 
he added: “A little more rabbit, my dear?” 

' “No, thank you,” she replied, and turning to the 
’young men again, and pointing to their arras, asked: 
“Do you never feel cold like that ?” 

They both began to laugh, and they astonished 
the family with an account of the enmnious fatigue 
they could endure, of their bathing while in a state 
of tremendous perspiration, of their rowing in the 
fog at night; and they struck their chests violently 
to show how hollow they sounded 

“Alfl You look very strong,” said the husband, 
who did not talk any more of the time when he used 
to beat the English. The girl was looking at them 
sideways now, and the young fellow with the yellow 
hair, who had swallowed some wine the wrong way, 
was coughing violently and bespattering Madame 
Dufour’s cherry-colored silk dress. She got angry 
and sent for some water to wash the spots. 

Meanwhile it had grown unbearably hot, the 
'sparkling river looked like a blaze of fire and the 
I fumes of the wine . zre getting into their heads. 
Monsieur Dufour, who had a violent hiccough, had 
unbuttoned his waistcoat and the top button of his 
jtrousers, while his wife, who fi t choking, was grad- 
•ually unfastening her dress. The apprentice was 
shaking his yellow wig m a happy frame of mind, 
and kept helping himself to wine, and the old grand* 
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mother, feeling the effects of the wine, was very 
stiff and dignified. As for the girl, one noticed only 
a peculiar brightness in her eyes, while the brown 
cheeks became more rosy. 

The coffee finished^ they suggested singing, and 
each of them sang or repeated a couplet, which the 
others applauded frantically. Then they got up 
with some difficulty, and while the two women, who 
were rather dizzy, were trying to get a breath of air, 
the two men, who were altogetner drunk, were at- 
tempting gymnastics. Heavy, limp and with scarlet 
faces they hung on awkwardly to the iron rings, 
without being able to raise themselves. 

Meanwhile the two boating men had got their 
boats into the water, and they came back and po- 
litely asked the ladies whether they would like a 
row. 

‘'Would you like one, Monsieur DufourV' his 
wife exclaimed. “Please come!” 

He merely gave her a drunken nod, without un- 
derstanding what she said. Then one of Uie rowers 
came up with two fishing rods in his hands, and the 
hope of catching a gudgeon, that great vision of the 
Parisian shopkeeper, made Dufour's dulk(}es gleam, 
and he politely allowed them to do whatever they 
liked, while he sat in the shade under the bridge, 
with his feet dangling over the river, by the side 
of the young man with the yellow hair, who was 
sleeping soundly. 

One of the boating men made a martyr of him- 
seH and took the mother. 

“Let us go to the little wood on the lie aux An- 
glais*” he called out as he rowed off- The other 
boat went more slowly, for the rower was looking 
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at his companion so intently that he thought of 
nothing else, and his emotion seemed to paralyze his 
strength, while the girl, who was sitting in the bow, 
gave herself up to the enjoyment of being on the 
water. She felt a disinclination to think, a lassi- 
tude in her limbs and a total enervation, as if she 
were intoxicated, and her face was flushed and her 
breathing (phekened. The effects of the wine, which 
were increased by the extreme heat, made all the 
trees on the bank seem to bow as she passed. A 
vague wish for enjoyment and a fermentation of her 
blood seemed to pervade her whole body, which was 
excited by the heat of the day, and she was also 
disturbed at this tete-a-tete on the water, in a place 
which seemed depopulated by the heat, with this 
youngi man who tliought her pretty, whose ardent 
looks seemed to caress her skin and were as pene- 
trating and pervading as the sun’s rajs. 

Their inability lo bpeak increased their emotion, 
and they looked about them. At last, liowever, he 
made an effort and asked her name. 

*TIcnriette/’ she said. 

‘^Why, my name is iJenri,” he replied. The sound 
of their voice‘s had calmed them, and they looked at 
the banks The other boat hari passed them and 
seemed to be waiting for them, and the rower called 
out; 

‘*We will meet you in the wood; we are going 
as far as Robinson’s, becaust Madame Dufour is 
thirsty.” Then he bent over his oars again and 
rowed off so quickly that he was soon out of sight 

Meanwhile a continual roar, whicii they had heard 
for some time, came nearer, and the river itself 
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seemed to shiver, as if the dull noise were rising 
from its depths. 

“What is that noise?” she asked. It was the 
noise of the weir which cut the river in two at the 
island, and he was expaining it to her, when, above 
the noise of the waterfall, they heard the song of a 
bird, which seemed a long way off 

“Listen!” he said; “the nightingales are sing- 
ing during the day, so the female birds must be sit- 
ting." 

A nightingale ! She had never heard one before, 
and the idea of listening to one roused visions of 
poetic tenderness in her heart A nightingale ! 
That is to say, the invisible witness of her love 
trysts which Juliet invoked on her balcony; that 
celestial music which it attuned to hunun kisses, 
that eternal inspirer of all those languor q,ms ro- 
mances which open an ideal sky to all the poor little 
tender hearts of sensitive girls! 

She was going to hear a nightingale. 

“We must not make a noise,” her companion said, 
“and then we can go into the wood, and sit down 
close beside it.” 

The boat seemed to glide. They saw the trees 
on the island, the banks of which were so low that 
they could look into the depths of the thickets. They 
stopped, he made the boat fast, Henriette took hold 
of Henri’s arm, and they went beneath the trees. 

“Stoop,” he said, so she stooped down, and they 
went into an inextricable thicket of creepers, leaves 
and reed giass, which foirnod an undiscovetable re- 
treat, and which the young man laughingly called 
“his piivate room.” 

Just above their heads, perched in one of the 
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trees which hid them, the bird was still singing. He 
uttered trills and roulades, and then loud, vibrating 
notes that filled the air and seemed to lose them- 
selves on the horizon, across the level country, 
through that burning silence which weighed upon 
the whole landscape They did not speak for fear 
of frightening it away. They were sitting close to- 
gether, and, slowly, Henri's arm stole round the 
girl's waist and squeezed it gently. She took that 
daring hand without any anger, and kept removing 
it whenever he put it round her; without, however, 
feeling at all embarrassed by this caress, ju*-! as if 
it had been something quite natural, which she was 
resisting just as naturally 
She was listmmg to the bird in ecstasy. She 
felt an infinite longing for happiness, for some sud- 
den demonstration of tenderness, for the revelation 
of supwhuman poetry, and she felt such a soften'ing 
at her heart, and relaxation of her nerves, that she 
began to cry, without knowing why. The young 
man was now straining her close to him, but she 
did not remove his arm; she did not think of it. 
Suddenly the nightingale stopped, and a voice called 
out in the distance: 

“Huinette'” 

“Do not reply,” he said m a low voice; “you 
will drive the bird away ” 

But she had no ic*' a of doing so, and they re- 
mained in the same position for some time, Madame 
Dufour had sat down somewhere or other, for 
from time to time iIkv heard 'ic stout lady break 
out into little hursts of laughtf 

The gnl was 4ill u>ing she was tilled with 
strange sensations. Ilenn’s head was on her shoul- 
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dcr, and suddenly He kissed her on the lips. She 
was surprised and angry, and, to avoid him, she 
stood up. 

They were both very pale when they left their 
grassy retreat. The blue sky appeared to them 
clouded and the ardent sun darkened; and they felt 
the solitude and the silence. They walked rapidly, 
side by side, without speakiii^g or touching each 
other, for they seemed to have become irreconcilable 
enemies, as if disgust and hatred had arisen be- 
tween them, and from time to time Henriette called 
out: “Mamma!” 

By and by they heard a noise behind a bush, and 
the stout lady appeared, looking rather confused, 
and her companioirs face was wrinkled with smiles 
which he could not check. 

Madame Dufour took his arm, and they returned 
to the boats, and llenri, who was ahead, wafced in 
silence beside Hie yenmg girl. At last they got back 
to Bezons, Monsieur Dufour, who was now sober, 
was waiting for them very impatiently, while the 
young man with the yellow hair was having a 
mouthful of something to cat before leaving the 
inn. The carriage was waiting in the yard, and the 
grandmollur, who bad already go! in, was very 
frightened at the thought of being overtaken by 
night before they reached Paris, as the outskirts 
were not safe. 

They all shook hands, and the Dufour family 
drove off. 

“Good-by, until we meet again !” the oarsmen 
cried, and the answer they got was a sigh and a 
tear. 

* ♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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Two months later, as Henri was going along the 
Rue des Martyrs, he saw Dufour, Ironmonger, over 
a door, and so he went in, and saw the stout lady 
sitting at the counter. They recognized each other 
immediately, and after an ii^terchange of polite 
greetings, he asked after them all. 

“And how is Mademoiselle llenriette?” he in- 
quired specially. 

“Very well, thank you ; she is married.” 

“Ah'” He felt a certain emotion, but said: 
“Whom did she marry?” 

“That young man who accompanied uf, you 
know ; he has joined us in business.” 

“I remember him perfectly.” 

He was going out, feeling very unhappy, though 
scarcely knowing why, when madame called him 
back 

“And" how is your friend?” she asked rather 
shyly 

“He is very well, thank you ” 

“Please give him our compliments, and beg him 
to come and call, when he is in the neighborhood." 

She then added: “Tell him it will give me great 
pleasure ” 

“I will be sure to do so. Adieu 

“Do not say that; come again very soon.” 

♦ » ♦ ♦ t * 

The next year, one very hot Sunday, all the de- 
tails of that adventure, which Henri had never for- 
gotten, suddenly came back to him so clearly that 
he returned alone to their room in the wood, and 
was overwhelmed with astonishment when he went 
in. She wac sitting on the grass, looking very sad, 
vftnle by her side, still in his shirt sleeves, the 
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young man with the yellow hair was sleeping 
soundly, like some animal. 

She grew so pale when she saw Henri that at 
first he thought she was going to faint; then, how- 
ever, they began to ^Ik quite naturally. But when 
he told her that he was very fond of that spot, and 
went there frequently on Sundays to indulge in 
memories, she looked into his eyes for a long time. 

“I, too, think of it,” she replied. 

"Come, my dear,” her husband said, with a yawn. 
“I think it is time for us to be going.” 



ROSE 


T he two young women appear to be buried 
under a blanket of flowers. They are alone 
in the immense landau, which is filled with 
flowers like a giant basket. On the front seat are 
two small hampers of white satin filled with violets, 
and on the bearskin by which their knees are cov- 
ered there is a mass of roses, mimosas, pinks, daisies, 
tuberoses and orange blossoms, interwoven with silk 
ribbons ; the two frail bodies seem buried under this 
beautiful perfumed bed, which hides everything but 
the shoulders and arms and a little of the dainty 
waists. 

The coachman’s whip is wound with a garland of 
anemones, the horses' traces are dotted with carna- 
tions, the spokes of the wheels are clothed in 
mignonette, and where the lanterns ought to be are 
two enormous round bouquets which look as though 
they were the eyes of this strange, rolling, flower- 
bedecked creature. 

The landau drives rapidly along the road, through 
the Rue d’ Antibes, preceded, followed, accompanied, 
by a crowd of other carriages covered with flowers, 
full of women almost hidden by sea of violets. It 
is the flower carnival at Cannes 
The carnage reaches the Boulevard de la Fon- 
ciere, where the battle is waged All along the im- 
mense avenue a double row of flower-bedecked ve- 
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hides are going and coming like an endless ribbon. 
Flowers are thrown from one to the other. They 
pass through the air like balls, striking fresh faces, 
bouncing and falling into the dust, where an army 
of youngsters pick ti.em up, 

A thick crowd is standing on the sidewalks look* 
ing on and held in check by the mounted police, who 
pass brutally along pushing back the curious pedes- 
trians as though to prevent the common people from 
mingling with the rich. 

In the carriages, people call to each other, recog- 
nize each other and bombard each other with roses. 
A chariot full of pretty women, dressed in red, like 
devils, attracts the eyes of all. A gentleman, who 
looks like the portraits of Henry [V., is throwing an 
immense bouquet which is held back by an elastic. 
Fearing the shock, the women hide their eyes and 
the men lower their heads, but the graceful, rapid 
and obedient missile describes a curve and returns 
to its master, who immediately throws it at some 
new face. 

The two young women begin to throw their stock 
of flowers by handfuls, and receive a perfect hail of 
bouquets; then, after an hour of warfare, a little 
tired, they tell the coachman to drive along the road 
which follows the seashore. 

The sun disappears behind Esterel, outlining the 
dark, rugged mountain against the sunset sky. The 
clear blue sea, as calm as a mill-pond, stretches out 
as far as the horizon, where it blends with the sky; 
and the fleet, anchored in the middle of the bay, looks 
like a herd of enormous beasts, motionless on the 
water, apc/calyptic animals, armored and hump- 
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backed, their frail masts looking like feathers, and 
with eyes which light up when evening approaches. 

The two young women, leaning back under the 
heavy robes, look out lazily over the blue expanse 
of water. At last one of them says: 

**How delightful the eveninjjs are! How good 
everything seems! Don’t you think so, Margot?” 

‘‘Yes, It is good. But there is always something 
lacking ” 

“What is lacking? 1 feel perfectly happy. I 
don’t need anything else.” 

“Yes, you do You are not thinking of if No 
matter how contented we may be, physically, we al- 
ways long for something more — for the heart.” 

The other asked with a smile. 

“A little love?” 

“Yes.” 

They^ stopped talking, their eyes fastened on the 
distant horizon, then the one called Marguerite mur- 
mured* “Life without that seems to me unbearable. 
I need to be loved, if only by a dog But wc arc 
all alike, no matter what you may say, Simone,” 

“Not at all, my dear. I had rather not be loved 
at all than to be loved by the firi>t corner. Do you 
think, for instance, that it would be pleasant to b^ 
loved by — b> ” 

She was thinking by whom she might possibly 
be loved, glaneing across the wide landscape. Her 
eyes, after traveling around the horizon, fell on the 
two bright buttons which were himng on the back 
of the coachman’s livery, and she continued, laugh- 
ing: “b) my coachman^” 

Madame Margot barely smiled, and said in a low 
tone of voice: 
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'1 assure you that it is very amusing to be loved 
by a servant It has happened to me two or three 
times. They roll their eyes in such a funny manner 
— it’s enough to make you die laughing ! Naturally, 
the more in love they are, the more severe one must 
be with them, and thin, some day, for some reason, 
you dismiss them, because, if anyone should notice 
it, you would appear so ridiculous.” 

Madame Simone was listening, staring straight 
ahead of her, then she remarked: 

•‘No, J'm afraid that my footman's heart would 
not satisfy me. Tell me how you noticed that they 
loved you.” 

*‘I noticed it the same way that I do with other 
men — when they get stupid,” 

‘‘The others don't seem stupid to me, when they 
love me ” 

” They are idiots, niy dear, unable to talk, to 
answer, to understand anything ” 

‘ But how did you feel when you were loved by 
a servant? Were you — moved — flattered ?” 

“Moved? no, flattered — ^yes a little. One is al- 
ways flattered to be loved by a man, no matter who 
he may be." 

“Oh, Margot!” 

“Yes, indeed, my dear! For instance, I will tell 
you of a peculiar incident which happened to me. 
You will see how curious and complex our emotions 
are, in such cases. 

“About four years ago I happened to be without 
a maid. I had tried five or six, one right after the 
other, and I was about ready to give up in despair, 
when 1 saw an advertisement in a newspaper of a 
young girl knowing how tu cook, embroider, dress 
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hair, who was looking for a position and who could 
furnish the best of references. Besides all these 
accomplishments, she could speak English. 

“I wrote to the given address, and the next day 
the person in question presented herself. She was 
tall, slender, pale, shy-looking. She had beautiful 
black eyes and a charming complexion ; she*pleased 
me immediately. I asked for her certificates; she 
gave me one in English, for she came, as she said, 
from Lady Rymwell’s, where she had been lor ten 
years. 

“The certificate showed that the young girl had 
left oi her own free will, in order lo return to 
France, and the only thing which they had had to 
find fault in her during her long period of service 
was a little French coguetttshness. 

“Thjs prudish English phrase even made me smile, 
and I immediately engaged this maid 

“She came lo me the same day. ffcr name was 
Rose. 

“At the end of a month I would have been help- 
less without her. She was a treasure, a pearl, a 
phenomenon. 

“She could dress my hair with infinite taste; she 
could trim a hat better than most milliners, and she 
could even make my dresses. 

“I was astonished at her accomplishments. I had 
never before been waited on in such a manner. 

“She dressed me rapidly and with a surprisingly 
light touch. I never felt her fingers on my skin, 
and nothing is so disagreeable <o me as contact with 
a servant’s hand. J soon became excessively lazy; 
it was so pleasant to be dressed from head to foot, 
and from lingerie to gloves, by this tall, timid girl, 
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always blushing a little, and never saying a word. 
After my bath she would rub and massage me while 
I dozed a little on my couch; I almost considered 
her more of a friend than a servant. 

‘'One morning th^ janitor asked, mysteriously, 
to speak to me. I was surprised, and told him to 
come in. lie was a good, faithful man, an old sol- 
dier, one of my husband’s former orderlies. 

“He seemed to be embarrassed by what he had 
to say to me. At last he managed to mumble : 

“ ‘Madame, the superintendent of police is down- 
stairs,’ 

“1 asked quickly: 

‘“What does lie wish?’ 

“ ‘He wishes to search the house.’ 

“Of course the police are useful, but I hate them. 
I do not think that it is a noble profession.^ T an- 
swered, angered and hurt: 

“‘Why this search? For what reason? He shall 
not come in.’ 

“The janitor continued: 

“ ‘He says that there is a criminal hidden in the 
bouse.’ 

“This time J was frightened and I told him to 
bring the inspector to me, so that I might get some 
explanation- He was a man with good manners and 
decorated with the Legion of Honor. He begged 
my pardon for disturbing me, and then informed me 
that I had, among my domestics, a convict 

“I was shocked : and I answered that I could 
guarantee every servant in the house, and I began 
to enumerate them. 

“ ‘1’he janitor, Pierre Courtin, an old soldier.’ 

“ not he.’ 
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“ ‘A stable-boy, son of farmers whom I know, 
and a groom whom you have just seen.’ 

“ ‘It's not he.’ 

Then, monsieur, you see that you must be 
mistaken.’ 

“ ‘Excuse me, madame, but I am positive that 
I am not making a mistake. As the conviction of a 
notable criminal is at stake, would you be so kind 
as to send for all >our servants?” 

“At first I refused, but 1 fin.illy gave in, and sent 
downstairs for everybody, men and women. 

“The inspector glanced at them and then de- 
clared ; 

“ ‘This isn’t all.’ 

“ ‘Excuse me, monsieur, there is no one left but 
my maid, a young girl whom you could not possjbly 
mistake tor a convict.’ 

“He asked: 

“ ‘May I also see her?’ 

“ ‘Certainly.’ 

“I rang for Rose, who immediately appeared. She 
had hardly entered the room, when the inspector 
made a motion, and two men whom I hadmot seen, 
hidden behind the door, sprang forward, suzed her 
and tied her hands behind her back. 

“I cried out in anger and tried to rush forward 
to defend her. The i. jpettor stepped me’ 

“ 'This girl, madame, is a man whose name is 
Jean Nicolas Lecapet, condemned to death in 1879 
for assaulting a woman and i.iiuring her so that 
death resulted. His sentence was commuted to im- 
prisonment for hie. He escaped four months ago. 
We have been looking for him ever since.’ 
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“I was terrified, bewildered. I did not believe 
him. The commissioner continued, laughing: 

“ 1 can prove it to you. His right arm is tat- 
tooed.’ 

“The sleeve was rolled up. It was true. The in- 
spector added, with brfJ taste ; 

“ ‘You can trust us for the other proofs.' 

“And they led my maid aw. y ! 

“Well, would you believe me, the thing that 
moved me most was not anger at having thus been 
played upon, deceived and made ridiculous, it was 
not the shame of having thus been dressed and un- 
dressed, handled and touched by this man— but a— 
deep humiliation— a woman’s humiliation. Do you 
understand ?’’ 

“I am afraid I don’t.” 

“Just think— this man had been condemned for 
— for assaulting a woman. Well ! I thought— bf the 
one whom he had assaulted— and — and I felt hu- 
miliated— There ' Do you understand now?” 

Madame Margot did not answer. She was look- 
ing straight ahead, her eyes fastened on the two 
shining buttons of the livery, with that sphinx-like 
smile which women sometimes have. 



ROSALIE BRUDENT 

T here was a real mystery in this affair which 
neither the jurv, nor the president, nor the 
public prosecutor himself could understand. 
The girl Prudent (Rosalie), servant at the Va- 
rarabots’, of Nantes, having become encemte with- 
out the knowledge of her masters, had, during the 
night, killed and buried her child in the garden. 

It was the usual story of the infanticides com- 
mitted by servant girls. Rut thcie was one Inex- 
plicable circumstance about this one. When tjie 
polwe searched the girl I’rudcnt’i room they dis- 
covered a comjilcte infant’s outfit, made by Rosalie 
herself, who had spent her nights for the last three 
months in cutting and sewing it The grocer from 
whom she had bought her candles, out of her own 
wages, for this long piece of work had come to tes- 
tify. It came out, moi cover, that the sage- femme of 
the district, informed by Rosalie of her condition, 
had given her all necessary instructions and counsel 
in case the event should happen at a time when it 
might not be possil ’ to get heln She had also pro- 
cured a place at Pnissy for the gi’l Prudent, who 
foresaw that her present employers would discharge 
her, for the Varambot couj *' did not trifle with 
morality. 

There were present at the trial both the man and 
the woman, a middle-class pair from the provinces, 
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living on their income* They were so exasperated 
against this girl, who had sullied their house, that 
they would have liked to see her guillotined on the 
spot without a trial. The spiteful depositions they 
made against her became accusations in their mouths. 

The defendant, a lai^l^e, handsome girl of Lower 
Normandy, well educated for her station in life, wept 
continuously and would not an.-^wer to anything. 

The court and the spectators were forced to the 
opinion that she had committed this barbarous act 
in a moment of despair and madness, since there was 
every indication that she had expected to keep and 
bring up her child. 

The president tried for the last time to make her 
speak, to get some confession, and, having urged her 
with much gentleness, he finally made her under- 
stand that all these men gathered here to pass judg- 
ment upon her were not anxious for her deatli and 
might even have pity on her. 

Then she made up her mind to speak. 

"‘Come, now, tell us, first, who is the father of this 
child?’’ he asked. 

Until then she had obstinately refused to give his 
name. 

But ^hc replied suddenly, looking at her masters 
who had so cruelly caliminiatod her: 

“It is Monsieur Joseph, Monsieur \"aramlK't’s 
nephew.” 

The couple started in their scats and cried with 
one voire* “That’s not true! She lies! This is 
infainoii" 

The president had them silenced and rontinued. 
“Go on. please, and tell us hov\ it all hcijipcncd.” 

Then she suddenlj began to talk heel/, relieving 
’ 2 



ROSALIE PRUDENT 

her pent-up heart, that poor, solitary, crushed heart 
—laying bare her sorrow, her whole sorrow, before 
those severe men whom she had until now taken for 
enemies and inflexible judges. 

“Yes, it was Monsieur Joseph Varambot, when he 
came on leave last year.*’ ^ 

“What does Mr. Joseph Varambot do?’' 

“He is a non-commissioned officer in the artillery, 
monsieur. Well, he stayed two months at the house, 
two months of the summer. I thought nothing about 
it when he began to look at me, and then flatten me, 
and make love to me all day long. And I let myself 
be taken in, monsieur. He kept saying to me that I 
was a handsoiMe girl, that 1 was good company, that 
I just suited him— and 1, T liked him well enough. 
What could 1 do? One listens to these things when 
one*Is alone — all alone — as I was. I am alone in the 
world, monsieur I have no one to talk to — no one 
to tell my trouble^ to I have no iatlw^r, no mother, 
no brotlier, no sister, nobody. And when he began 
to talk to me it was as if 1 had a bi other who had 
come back. And then he askcl me to go with him 
to the river one evening, so that we might talk with- 
out (hsturl)ing any one. I went — I don’t know — I 
don’t know how it liappencd. lie had his arm around 

me. Really 1 didn’t want to — no — no I could 

not — I felt like cr>i , tl c air was so soft — the moon 
was shining. No, I swear to you — I could not — he 
did what he wanted. That went on three weeks, 
long as he bta>cd. I could ha e followed him to the 
ends of the worl 1, He went away. I did not know 
that 1 was enceinte. I did not know it until the 
month after ” 
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She began to cry so bitterly that they had to give 
her time to collect herself. 

Then the president resumed with the tone of a 
priest at the confessional : ^^Come, now, go on/" 

She began to talk again: '‘When I realized my 
condition I went to sd: Madame Boudin, wlio is 
there to tell you, and I asked her how it would be, in 
case it should come if she were not there. Then 1 
made the outfit, sewing night after night, every eve- 
ning until one o’clock in the morning; and then I 
looked for another place, for I knew very weil that T 
should be sent away, but I wanted to stay in the 
house until the very last, so as to save my pennies, 
for I have not got very much and I should need my 
money for the little one/" 

“Then you did nol intend to kill him 

“Oh, certainly not, monsieur 

“Why did you kill him, then?’" ' 

“It happened this way. It came sooner than I 
expected. It came upon me in the kitchen, while I 
was doing the dishes. Monsieur and Madame Va- 
rambot were already asleep, so I went up, not with- 
out difficulty, dragging myself up by the banister, 
and 1 lay down on the bare floor. It lasted perhaps 
one hour, or two, or three ; I don’t know, I had such 
pain ; and then I pushed him out with all my strength. 
I felt that he came out and I picked him up. 

“Ah ! but 1 was glad, I assure you ! I did all that 
Madame Boudin told me to do. And then I laid him 
on my bed. And then such a pain griped me again 
that I thought I should die. If you knew what it 
meant, you there, you would not do so much of this. 
I fell on ray knees, and then toppled over backward 
on the floor; and it griped me again, perhaps one 
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hour, perhaps two. I lay there all alone — and then 
another one comes—another little one — ^two, yes, 
two, like this. [ took him up as I did the first one, 
and then 1 pul him on the bed, the two side by side. 
Is it possible, fell me, two children, and I who get 
only twent} iraiics a Say, is it possible? 

One, yes, that can be managed by going without 
things, but not two That turned my head. What 
do I know ab(mt it? Had 1 any choice, tdl me? 

hat could I do? ] fdt as if my la«it hoar had 
come 1 put the jiillow^ ov* r them, withon knowing 
why T could not keep them both, a id then I threw 
myself down, and 1 lay there, rolling ovei over 
and crying iiJitil I saw the da^Jn'ht come into the 
window Roth ot them were cjuite dead under the 
pillow. Ibcn I tool them imdei my arms and went 
do^n the stems out in the vegetable ’^iidcii. 1 took 
the gaidencr’c spade and f Iniind thcni under the 
earth, digging as deep a hc^Ie 1 could, one here 
and the other one ihcre not toe(tlur o that they 
might not talk ot their mother it these little dead 
bodies can talk. What do 1 know about it? 

‘‘And then, back in my bed, 1 felt so sick that I 
could not get up. sent for the doctor and he 

understood it all Tni Uihng you the truth, Your 
Honor. Do what you like wnth me; Rm ready.'* 
Half of the jui^ wcie blowing lln ir noses vio- 
lently to keep from crying. ,.The women in the 
courtroom weie sobbing 
The president asked her: 

“Whero did ^ on bury the uiher one?** 

‘'The one that \ou have?'* she asked. 

“Whj, this one— this one was in the artichokes.*’ 
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“Oh, then the other one is among the strawberries, 
by the well.” 

And she began to sob so piteously that no one 
could hear her unmoved. 

The girl Rosalie Prudent was acquitted. 



REGBET 

M onsieur saval, who was caucd te 

Mantes “Father Saval," had just risen from 
bed. He was weeping. It was a dull autumn 
day; the leaves were falling. They fell slowly in 
the rain, like a heavier and .slower rain. M, Saval 
was not in good spirits. He walked from the fire- 
place to the window, and from the window to the 
fireplace. Lite has its sombre days. It would no 
longer have any but sombre days for him, for he 
had reached the age of sixty-two. He io alone, an 
old^bachclor, with nobody about him. How sad 
it is to die alone, all alone, without any one who 
is devoted to you ! 

He potuUrcd over his life, so barren, so empty. 
He recalled former days, the days of his childhood, 
the home, tlif house of his paKnts; his college days, 
his follies, the time he studn-d law in Paris, his 
father’s illness, his death. He then returned to live 
with his mother. They lived together very quietly, 
and desired nothing more At last the mother died. 
How sad life is! ''e lived alone since then, and 
now, in his turn, he, too, will .soon be dead. He 
will disappear, and that will be the end. There 
will be no more of Paul Saval upon the earth. What 
a frightful thing ! Other peopiC will lov*, will laugh. 
Yes, people will go ou amusing themselves, and he 
will no longer exist! In U oot strange that people 
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can laugh, amuse themselves, be joyful under that 
eternal certainty of death? If this death were only 
probable, one could then have hope; but no, it is 
inevitable, as inevitable as that night follows the 
day. 

If, however, his life#had been full! If he had' 
done something; if he had had adventures, great 
pleasures, success, satisfaction ■>£ some kind or an- 
other. But no, nothing. He had done nothing, 
nothing but rise from bed, cat, at the same hours, 
and go to bed again. And he had gone on like that 
to the age of sixty-two years. He had not even 
taken unto himself a wife, as other men do. Why? 
Yes, why was it that he had not mariied? He might 
have done so, for he possessed considerable means. 
Had he lacked an opportunity ? Perhaps < Hut one 
can create opportunities. He was indifferent; that 
was all Indifference had been his greatest draw- 
back, his defect, his vice. How many men wreck 
their lives through indifference ! It is so difficult 
for some natures to get out of bed, to move about, 
to take long walks, to speak, to study any question. 

He had not even been loved. No woman had 
reposed on his bosom, in a complete abandon of 
love. He knew nothing of the delicious anguish of 
expectation, the divine vibration of a hand in yours, 
of the ecstasy of triumphant passion. 

What superhuman happiness must overflow your 
heart, when Ups encounter lips for the first time, 
when the grasp of four arms makes one being of 
you, a being unutterably happy, two beings infatu- 
ated with one another. 

M. Saval was sitting before the fire, his feet on 
the fender, in his dressing gown. Assuredly his life 
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had been spoiled, completely spoiled. He had, how- 
ever, loved. He had loved secretly, sadly, and indif- 
ferently, in a manner characteristic of him in every- 
thing. Yes, he had loved his old friend, Madame 
Sandres, the wife of his old companion, Sandres. 
Ah ! if he had known her as a«young girl I But he 
had met her too late; she was already married. 
Unquestionably, he would have asked her hand! 
How he had loved her, nevertheless, without respite, 
since the first day he set eyes on her! 

lie recalled his emotion every time he saw her, 
his grief on leaving her, the many nights that he 
could not sleep, because he was thinking of her. 

On rising in the morning he was somewhat more 
rational than on the previous evening. 

Why? 

How pretty she was formerly, so dainty, with 
fair cfWy hair, and always laughing. Sandres was 
not the man she should ha e cIk sen She was now 
fifty-two years of age. She seemed happy. Ah! 
if she had only loved him m davs gone by; yes, if 
she had only loved him* And why should she nC 
have loved him, he, Saval, seeing that he loved her 
so much, yes, she, Madame Sandres ’ 

If only she could have guessed Had she not 
guessed anything, seen anything, comprehended any- 
thing? What would she have thought^ If he had 
spoken, what would sh> have answered? 

And Saval asked him-elf a thousand other 
things. He reviewed his whole life, seeking to re- 
call a multitude of details. 

He recalled all the long evenings spent at the 
house of Sandres, when the latter’s wife was yoiag, 
and so charming. 
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He recalled many things that she had said to him, 
the intonations of her voice, the little significant 
smiles that meant so much. 

He recalled their walks, the three of them to- 
gether, along the banks of the Seine, their luncheon 
on the grass on Sundiys, for Sandres was employed 
at the sub-prefecture. And all at once the distinct 
recollection came to him of an altenioon spent with 
her in a little wood on the banks of the river. 

They had set out in the morning, carrying their 
provisions in baskets. It was a bright spring morn- 
ing, one of those days which intcixicatc one. Every- 
thing smells fresh, everything ^eems happy The 
voices of the birds sound more joynos, tnJ they fly 
more swiftly. They had luncheon on the grass, 
under the willow trees, quite close to the water, 
which glittered in the sun's rays. The an was 
balmy, chargerl with the odors of fresh veg^'tation: 
they drank it in with d^dight. How ph*Ojant every- 
thing was on that day ^ 

After lunch, Sandres went to sleep cm the broad 
of his back. “The best nap he had in his hie/’ said 
he, when he wc>ke up. 

Madame Sandies had taken the arm of Saval, 
and they started to walk along the river bank. 

She leaned tenderly on his arm. .Si»c laughed 
and said to him: “I am intoxicated, my friend, 
I am quite intoxicated/’ He looked a* Ivr, hi; heart 
going pit-a-pat lie felt himself grow pale, fear- 
ful that he might have looked too hf>ld!y at her, and 
that the trembling of his hand had revealed hi^ pas- 
sion. 

She had made a wreath of wild flowers and water- 
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lilies, and she asked him: ''Do I look pretty like 
that?^' 

As he did not answer — for he could find nothing 
to say, he would have liked to go down on his knees 
— she burst out laughing, a sort of annoyed, dis- 
pfeased laugh, as she said: •"Great goose, what 
ails you? You might at least say something/' 

He felt like crying, but could not even yet find 
a w^ord to say. 

All these things came back to him now, as vividly 
as on the day when they took phce. Why had she 
said this to him, "Great goose, what ails you? You 
might at least say something!’’ 

And he recalled how tenderly she had leaned on 
his arm. And in passing under a shady tree he bad 
felt her ear brushing his cheek, and he had moved 
his h^d abruptly, lest she should suppose he was 
too familiar. 

When he had said to her: "Is it not time to re- 
turn she darted a singular look at him. "Cer- 
tanly,” slie .said, "certainly,'’ regarding him at the 
same time in a curious manner He had not thought 
of it at the time, but now the whole thing appeared 
to him quite plain. 

"Just as you like, my friend. If you are tired 
let us go back/’ 

And he harl answered: "I am not fatigued; but 
Sandres may be awake now 

And .she had i>aid: "If you are afraid of my hus- 
band’s being awake, that is anc^her thing. Let us 
return " 

On their w^ay hack she remained silent, and leaned 
no longer on his arm. Why? 

At that time it had never occurred to him, to 
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ask himself *Vhy ” Now he seemed to apprehend 
something that he had not then understood* 

Could it? . 

M. Saval felt himself blush, and he got up at a 
bound, as if he were thirty years younger and had 
heard Madame Sand»-es say, “I love you.” 

Was it possible? Thaf idea which had just en- 
tered his mind tortured him. Was it possible that 
he had not seen, had not guessed? 

Oh! if that were true, if he had let thi*- oppor- 
tunity of happiness pass without taking advantage 
of it! 

He said to himself : “I must know. I cannot 
remain in this state of doubt. I mu t know'” He 
thought: am sixty-two years of age, wshe is 

fifty-eight; I may ask her that now without giving 
offense.” ^ 

He started out 

The Sandros’ house was situated on the other side 
of the stictl, almost directly opposite his own He 
went across and knocked at the door, and a little 
servant opened it. 

“You here at this hour, Saral! Has some acci- 
dent happened to you^” 

“No, my girl,” he 'epiicd; “but go and tell your 
mistress that I want to speak to her at once *' 

“The fact is maname is preserving pears for the 
winter* and she is in the preseiving room. She 
is not dressed, you understand,” 

“Yes, but go and tell her that I wish to see her 
on a very important matter.” 

The little servant went away, and Saval began 
to walk, with long, nervous strides, up and down 
the drawing-room. He did not feel in the least 
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embarrassed, however. Oh! he was merely going 
to ask her something, as he would have asked her 
about some cooking recipe. He was sixty-two years 
of age ' 

The door opened and madame appeared. She was 
ndiv a large woman, fat and round, with full cheeks 
and a sonorous laugh. She walked with her arms 
away from her sides and her sleeves tucked up, her 
bare arms all covered with fruit juice. She asked 
anxiously : 

“What is the matter with you, my friend? You 
are not ill, are you?” 

“No, my dear friend; but I wish to ask you one 
thing, which to me is of the first importance, some- 
thing which is torturing my heart, and 1 want you 
to promise that you will answer me frankly.” 

She laughed, “T am always frank. Say on.” , 

“W^l, then. I have loved you from the first 
day I ever .saw you. Can you have any doubt of 
this?” 

She responded, laughing, with .something of her 
former tone of voice. 

“Great goose! what ails you? I knew it from 
the veiy first day !” 

Sava! began to tremble. He stammered out; 
“You knew' it? Then . . .” 

He stopped. 

She asktd: 

“Then? . . . What’” 

He answered : 

“Then— what did you think: What— what— what 
would you have answered?” 

She broke into a peal of laughter. Some of the 
juice ran off the tips of her fingers on to the carpet 
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‘‘I? Why, you did not ask me anything. It was 
not for me to declare myself!*' * 

He then advanced a step toward her. 

“Tell me — tell me. . , • You remember the 

day when Sandres went to sleep on the grass after 
lunch . . . wh^ we had walked together ks 

far as the bend of the river, below . . 

He waited, expectantly, :ihe had ceased to laugh, 
and looked at him, straight in the eyes. 

“Yes, certainly, I remember it'' 

He answered, trembling all over : 

“Well — ^that day— if I had been — if I had been — 
venturesome — what would you have done ?" 

She began to laugh as only a happy woman can 
laugh, who has nothing to regret, and responded 
frankly, in a clear voice tinged with irony: 

“I would have yielded, my friend." 

She then turned on her heels and went back to 
her jam-making. 

Saval rushed into the street, cast down, as though 
he had met with some disaster. He walked with 
giant strides through the rain, straight on, until he 
reached the river bank, without thinking where he 
was going. Fc then turned to the right and fol- 
lowed the river. He walked a long time, as it urged 
on by some instinct. His clothes were running with 
water, his hat was out of shape, as soft as a rag, 
and dripping like a roof. He walked on, straight in 
front of him. At last, he came to the place where 
they had lunched on that day so long ago, the recol- 
lection of which tortured his heart. He sat down 
under the leafless trees, and wept. 



A SISTER’S CONFESSION 

M arguerite de therelles was dyins. 

Although she was only fifty-six years old she 
looked at least seventy five She ga‘«p'’d for 
breath, her face whiter than the sheets, and had 
spasms of violent shivering, with her face con-"ulsed 
and her eyes haggard as though she saw a frightful 
vision. 

Her elder sister, Suzanne, six years older than 
herself, was sobbing on her knees beside the bed A 
small table close to the dying woman’s couch bore, 
on d M^hite cloth, two lighted candles, for the priest 
was expected at any moment to administer extreme 
unction and the 1<»st communion 
The apartment wore that mclanchidy aspect com- 
mon to death chandlers, i look of despairing fare- 
well Medicine bottles littered the fiirmlure, linen 
lay in the comers into whuh it had been kicked or 
swept ItiL VI ry eluirs looktxl, m their disarray, as 
if they were terrified and had lun in all direitions. 
Death -terrdde Utith— was in the room, hidden, 
awaitine bi‘' nte\ 

This lnslor\ ot the two sisteis w is an aftccting 
one it V i‘ spoken of far and vide, it had drawn 
tears f'oiii man\ eyes 

Su/aiine the eld* r, had once been passionately 
loved b\ I i n ng man wliosc alfeetion '■he returned. 
They wer d gaged to be nnined, and the wedding 
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day was at hand, when Henry dc Sampierre sud^ 
denly died. 

The young girl's despair terrible, and she 
took an oath never to marry. She faithfully kept 
her vow and adopted widow's weeds for the re- 
mainder of her life^i » 

But one morning her sister, her little sister Mar- 
guerite, then only twelve years old. threw herself 
into Suzanne’s arms, sobbing: “Sister, 1 don't want 
you to be unhappy. I don't want you to mourn all 
your life. I’ll never leave you — never, never, never! 
I shall never niarry^ either. I'll stay with you al- 
ways — always !" 

Suzanne kissed her, touched by the child's de- 
votion. though not putting any faith m her promise. 

But the little one kept her word, and, despite her 
parents’ remonstrances, despite her elder sister's 
prayers, never married. She was remarkably); pretty 
and refu'^ed many offers. She never left her sifter. 

They sjient their whole life together, without a 
single day’s separation. They went everywhere to- 
gether and 'v\eie inseparable. But Marguerite was 
pensive, nielancholv, sa(1dcr than her sister, as if 
her sublime , sacrifice had undermined her ^^pirits. 
She grew older more quickly; her hair was white at 
thirtv; and she was often ill, apparently stricken 
with some unknown, wasting malady. 

And now she would be the first to die. 

She had not spoken for twenty- four hours, except 
to whisper at daybreak: 

“Send at once for the priest " 

And she had since remained lying on hei back, 
convulsed with agony, her lips moving as if unable 
to utter the dreadful words that rose in her heart, 
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her face expressive of a terror distressing to 
witness, 

Suzanne, distracted with grief, her brow pressed 
against the bed, wept bitterly, repeating over and 
over again the words: 

•'‘Margot, my poor Margot, i^y little dlie!*' 

She lud always called her “my little one/’ while 
Marguerite's name for the elder was invariably 
“sister.” 

A footstep sounded on the stairs. The door 
opened. An acolyte appeared, foHowed by the aged 
priest m his surplice As soon as she saw him the 
djing woman sat ui^ suddenly in bed, opened her 
lips, stammered a few words and began to scratch 
the bed clothes, as if she would have made a hole m 
them 

Father Simon approached, took her hand, kiss;ed 
her oif the forehead and ‘^aid in a gentle voice: 

“May (lod pardon your sins, my daughter Be 
of good courage Now is the moment to confess 
them — speak 

Then Marguerite, shuddering from head to foot, 
so that the very bed shook with her nervous move- 
ments, gasped * 

“Sit down, ‘-ister, and listen ” 

The priest stooped toward the prostrate Suzanne, 
raised her t(i her feet, placed her in a chair, and, 
taking a hand of eaci. of the si ters, pronounced: 

“Lord fiod ^ Send them strength! Shed Ihy 
mercy upon them ” 

And Maiguente began to spfak The words is- 
sued from her lip^ one by one — hoarse, jerky, tremu- 
lous. 

“Pardon, pardon, sister * pardon me ! Oh, if only 
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you knew how I have dreaded this moment all my 
lifer 

Suzanne faltered through her tears: 

‘‘But what have I to pardon, little one? You 
have given me everything, sacrificed all to me. You 
are an angel/’ ^ * 

But Marguerite interrupted her: 

“Be silent, be silent ! Let me speak ! Don’t stop 
me I It is terrible. Let me tell all, to the very end, 
without interruption. Listen. You remember — ^you 
remember— Henry ” 

Suzanne trembled and looked at her sister. The 
younger one went on: 

“In order to understand you must hear every- 
thing. I was twelve years old — only IwtKc — you re- 
member, don’t you? And 1 was spoilt, I did just 
as I pleased. You remember how everybody spoilt 
me.'* Li.s1en. The first time he came he had tn his 
riding boots; he dismounted, saying that he had a 
message for father. You remember, don’t you? 
Don’t speak Listen. When I saw him I was struck 
with admiration. I thought him so handsome, and I 
stayed in a corner of the drawing-room will the time 
he was talking. Children are strange — and ter- 
rible. Yes, indeed, I dreamt of him. 

“He came again — many times. I looked at him 
with all my eyes, all my heart. I was large for my 
age and much more precocious than any one sus- 
pected. He came often. I thought only of him. J 
often whispered to myself: 

“ TIenry — Henry de Sampierre !’ 

“Then I was told that he was going to marry 
you. That was a blow ! Oh, sister, a terrible blow 
— terrible ! I wept all through three sleepless nights. 
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He came ery afternoon after lunch. You remem- 
ber, don’t you^ Don’t answer Listen You used 
to make cjkcs that he was very fond of — with flour, 
butter and milk Oh, I know how to make them. I 
could make them still, if necessary He would swal- 
low them at one mouthful and *va&h them down with 
a glass of wine, saying ‘Delicious*’ Do you re- 
member the wav he said it^ 

'‘I was jealous — jealous* Your wedding day was 
drawing near It was only a fori night distant. I 
was distracted I said to mys It ‘He shall not 
marry Sii/anne— no, he shall not* He ‘^hall marry 
me when 1 am old enough* I ‘^hall nevei love any 
one half miuh’ But one evening ten days be- 
fore the wedding you went for a si roll with him in 
the moonlight be fort the hou^ie- and wonder — under 
the pine tree the big pine tree he kissed you — 
kisse(? yon —and held you in hts arms so long — so 
long* You uminiber don’t you^ It wa^ probably 
the fir-^t time You were so pale when you came 
back to the ilnwing room * 

“I saw you 1 wis there in the shrubbery I 
was mad ^ith rage' I would 1 ive killed }0U both 
if I could * 

“I said to m\<=elf ‘He ‘•hall never marry Su/anne 
— nevei * Hf shall mirrv no one * I could not bear 
it’ AuO all at mre I began to hate him intensely 
‘Ihcn do ^ou know whit I dio^ Listen I had 
seen the girdencr pnpire j^cllets for killing stray 
dogs Hr would crush a hot" ‘ into small pieces 
with a 3t(»iic and put the I’^rou id glass into a ball 
of meat 

‘‘I stole a small medicine bottle from mother’s 
room I ground it fine with a hammer and hid the 
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l^lass in my pocket It was a glistening powder. 
The next day, when you had made your little cakes, 
I opened them with a knife and inserted the glass. 
He ate three. I ate one myself. I threw the six 
others into the pond. The two swans died three 
days later. You n'^member? Oh, don't speak! 
Listen, listen. I, I alone d^'d not die. But I have 
always been ill. Listen — he died — you know — listen 
— that was not the worst. It was afterward, later — 
always — the most terrible — listen. 

“My life, all my life— such torture! I said to 
myself: T will never leave my sister. And on my 
deathbed I will tell her all.* And now I have told. 
And I have always thought of this moment — the 
moment when all would be told. Now it has come. 
It is terrible — oh ! — sister ! 

“I have always thought, morning and evening, 
day and night: T shall have to tell her some day!* 
I waited. The horror of it! It tb done. Say noth- 
ing. Now I am afraid — I am afraid * Oh ! Sup- 
posing I should sec him again, by and by. when I am 
dead ! See him again ! Only to think of it ! I dare 
not — yet I must. I am going to die. I want you to 
forgive me. I insist on it. 1 cannot meet him with- 
out your forgiveness. Oh, tell her to forgive me, 
Father! Tell her. I implore you! I cannot die 
without it.’* 

She was silent and lay back, gasping for breath, 
still plucking at the sheets with her fingets. 

Suzanne had hidden her face in her hands and did 
not move. She was thinking of him whom she had 
loved so long. What a life of happiness they might 
have had together ! She saw him again in the dim 
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and distant past— that past forever lost Beloved 
dead! how the thought of them rends the heart! 
Oh ! that kiss, his only kiss ! She had retained the 
memory of it in her soul. And, after that, nothing, 
nothing more throughout her whole existence ! 

*The priest rose suddenly and^in a firm, compelling 
voice said. 

“Mademoiselle Suzanne, your sister is dying!” 
Then Suzanne, raising her tear-stained face, put 
her arms lound her sister, and kissing her fervently, 
exclaimed . 

“1 forgive you, I forgive you, little one !” 



Coco 

T hroughout the whole countryside the 
Lucas farm was known as “the Manor ” No 
one knew why. The peasants doubtless at- 
tached to this word, “Manor,” a meaning of weaUh 
and of splendor, for this farm was undoubtedly the 
largest, richest and the best managed in the whole 
neighborhood. 

The immense court, surrounded by five rows of 
magnificent trees, which sheltered the dedicate ^apple 
trees from llie harsh wind of the plain, inclosed in 
its confines long brick buildings used for storing 
fodder and grain, beautiful stables built of hard 
stone and made to accommodate thirty horses, and 
a red brick residence which looked like a little 
chateau. 

Thanks for the good care taken, the manure 
heaps were as little offensive as such things can 
be; the watch-dogs lived in kennels, and countless 
poultry paradi'd thi ough the tall grass 

Every day, at noon, fifteen persons, masters, 
farmhands and the women folks, seated themselves 
around the long kitchen table where the soup was 
brought in steaming in a large, blue-flowered bowl. 

The beasts — horses, cows, pigs and sheep — were 
fat, well fed and clean. Maitre Lucas, a tall man 
who was getting stout, would go round three times 
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a day, ovcrbeelng everything and thinking of every- 
thing 

A very old white horse, which the mistress wished 
to keep tinlil its natural death, because she had 
brought it up and had always used it, and also be- 
cause it recalled many happy memories, was housed, 
through sheer kindness of heart, at the end of the 
stable. 

A young scamp about fifteen years old, Isidore 
Duval by name, and called, for convenience, Ztdore, 
took care of this pensioner, gave iiiin his measure 
of oats and fodder in winter, and in summer was 
supposed to change his pasturing place tour times 
a day, so that he might have plenty of fresh grass. 

The animal, almost crippled, lifted with difficulty 
his legs, large at the knees and swollen above the 
hoofs,' His coat, wdnch was no longer curried, 
looked like white hair, and his long eyelashes gave 
to his eyi s a sad expression 

When Zidf're toak tlh animal to pastuie, he had 
to pull on the rope witn ill his might, because it 
walked so slowl) ; and the \outh odil over and out 
of breath, would sw^ear at it, c\a‘«-pualed at having 
to care for this old nag. 

The fai inliaofis noticing the vonng rascaVs 
angtr aganist ( ('co wore amuse 1 and w^ould con- 
tinualU t nk of the horse to /idore in ordt r to exas- 
pc^'ate 1 im lli coiniadcs \\(»pid m ikc spoit wulh 

him ]n V < mHis. lu w oill c oco /idi re. 

Tlu ]k)\ ukl riiinL tctinig n miliolv dcsir ' to 
revenge hi) 1^1 It ()n 1 1 1 I< 's a thin long- 

logged <hr uuld wMh thick cor- , hn^ilv red 
liain He cdUvd only hall witud, and as 
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though ideas were unable to form in his thick, brute- 
like mind 

For a long time he had been unable to understand 
why Coco should be kept, indignant at seeing things 
wasted on this useless beast Since the horse could 
no longer work, it«,seeroed to him unjust that *he 
should be fed, he revolted at the idea of wasting 
oats, oats which were so expensive, on this paralyzed 
old plug And often, in spite of the orders of Maitre 
Lucas, he would economize on the nag’s food, only 
giving him half measure. Hatred grew in his con- 
fused, childlike nimd, the hatred of a stingy, mean, 
fierce, brutal and cowardly peasant. 

When summer came he had to move the animal 
about in the pasture It was some distance away 
The rascal, angrier every morning, would start, with 
his dragging step, across the wheat fields. The 
men working in the fields would shout to him, jok- 
ingly : 

“Hev, Zidore, remember me to Coco ” 

He would not answi’-, but on the way he would 
break off a switch, and, as soon as he had moved 
the old horse, he wcnld kt it begin grazing; then, 
treacherously sneaking up behind it, he would slash 
its legs. The animal would try to escape, to kick, 
to get away from the blows, and run around in a 
circle about its rope, as though it had been inclosed 
in a citrus ring. And the boy would slash away 
furiously, running along behind, his teeth clenched 
in anger. 

Then he would go away slowly, without turning 
round, while the hor^e watched him disappear, his 
ribs sticking out, panting as a result of his unusual 
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exertions. Not until the blue blouse of the young 
peasant was out of sight would be lower his thin 
white head to the grass. 

As the nights were now warm, C oco was allowed 
to sleep out of doors, in the field behind the little 
\t‘ood. Zidore alone went to see him. 

The boy threw stones at him to amuse himself. 
He would sit doun on an embankment about ten 
feet away and would stay there about half an hour, 
from time to time throwing a sharp stom at the 
old horse, which remained standing tied before his 
enemy, watching him continually and not daring to 
eat before he was gone 

This one thought persisted m the mind of the 
young scamp* “Why feed this horse, which is no 
longer good for anything^” It seemed* to him that 
this old nag was sU tling the loud of the others, the 
goods’ of man and God, that he was even robbing 
him, Zidoic, who was working. 

Then, little bv little, each day, the boy began to 
shorten the length of rope which allowed the horse 
to gra/c 

The hungry animal was growing thinner, and 
starving J oo feeble to break bis bonds, he would 
strtfth Ins h^o.(] out toward the tall, gret.n, templing 
grass so near that he could smell, and yet so far 
that he could not t >uch it. 

But on( moining Zidore had an idea it w^as, not 
to move Coco any more, lie was tired o| walking 
so far for that old skeleton. 

He came, howevir, in ord^r to enjoy his venge- 
ance The bca-^t watched him anxiously He did 
not beat him that day He walked around him 
with his hands in his pockets. He even pretended 
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to change his place, but he sank the stake in exactly 
the same hole, and went away overjoyed with his 
invention. 

The horse, seeing him leave, neighed to call him 
back ; but the rascal began to run, leaving him alone, 
entirely alone in his, afield, well tied down and witu- 
oul a blade of grass within reach. 

Starving, he tried to reach the grass which he 
could touch with the end of his nose. He got on 
his knees, stretching out his neck and his long, 
drooling lips. All in vain. The old animal spent 
the whole day in useless, terrible efforts. The sight 
of all that green food, which stretched out on all 
sides of him, served to increase the gnawing pangs 
of hunger. 

The scamp did not return that day. He wan- 
dered through the woods in search of nests. 

The next day he appeared upon the scene again. 
Coco, exhausted, had lain down. When he saw the 
boy, he got up, expecting at last to have his place 
changed. 

But the little peasant did not even touch the 
mallet, which was lying on the ground. He came 
nearer, looked at the animal, threw at his head a 
clump of earth which flattened out against the white 
hair, and he started off again, whistling. 

The horse remained standing as long as he could 
see him ; then, knowing that his attempts to reach 
the near-by grass would be hopeless, he once more 
lay down on his side and closed his eyes. 

The following day Zidore did not come. 

When he did come at last, he found Coco still 
stretched out; he saw that he was dead. 

Then he remained standing, looking at him, 
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pleased with what he had done, surprised that it 
should already be all over. He touched him with 
his foot, lifted one of his legs and then let it drop, 
sat on him and remained there, his eyes fixed on the 
glass, thinking of nothing He rdiirncd to the 
firm, but did not mention the^accidtnt. because he 
wished to wander about at the hours when he used 
to change the horse’s pasture. 

He went to sec him the next day At his ap- 
proach some crows flew away. Countless flies were 
walking over the body and were biv/ing around it. 

When he returned home, he announced ihe event. 
The animal was so old that nobody was surprised 
The master said to (wo of the men- 

“Take yoir dun els and dig a ho'e light where he 
is.” 

The men biirud the house at the place where ne 
had dfed of hunger 

And the gi iss grew thictv, green and vigorous, 
fed by the poor body. 



DEAD WQMAN’S SECRET 

T he woman had died without pain, quietly, as 
a woman should whose life had been blarae- 
Icss. Now she was resting in her bed, lying 
on her back, her eyes closed, her features calm, her 
long while hair carefully arranged as though she 
had done it up ten minutes before dying. The whole 
pale countenance of the dead woman was so col- 
lected, so calm, so resigned that one could feel what 
a sweet sonl had lived in that bod>, wliat a quiet ex- 
istence this old soul had led how easy and pure the 
death of this parent had been. ' 

Kneeling beside the bed, her son, a magistrate 
with iiitlexible principles, and her daughter, Mar- 
guerite, known as Sister Fiihlie, were \vec])ing as 
though their hearts would break. She had, from 
childhood up, armed them with a strict moral code, 
teaching them religion, without weakness, and duty, 
without I'omproniise He, the man, had become a 
judge and handled the law as a weapon with which 
he smote the weak ones without pitv .She, the girl, 
influenced bj the virtue which had bathed her in 
this .lustere familv, Iiad become the bride of the 
Church through her loathing for man 
The} had haidly known their father, knowing only 
that bt had made their mother most unhappy, with- 
out being told any othei details. 

The nun was wildly kissing the dead woman’s 
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hand, an ivory hand as white as the large crucifix 
lying across the bed. On the other side of the long 
body the other hand seemed still to be holding the 
sheet in the death grasp ; and the sheet had preserved 
Che little creases as a memory of those last move- 
ments which precede eternal i^mmobility. 

A few light taps on the door caused the two sob- 
bing heads to look up. and the pncsl, who had just 
come from dinner, returned, fic was red and out 
of 1)reath from Ins interrupted digestion, for he had 
made himself a strong mixtnie ot coffee and brandy 
in order to combat the fatigue of the ^cw nights 
and of the wake which was beginning. 

He looked sad, with that assumed sadness of the 
priest for vUiom death is a bread winiiei He 
crossed himself and approacliing with his profes- 
sionqj gesture. "Well, my poor clnldroii! 1 have 
come to help you pass these last sad honrs.^*^ But 
Sister Eulalic suddenly aro^^c. Thank you, father, 
but my brothel and I prefer to remain alone with 
her. This n our last chance to see her, and we wish 
to be together, all three of us, as wc — we — used 
to be when we were small and our pour mo — 

mother Grief and tears stopped lier; she 

could not continue. 

Once more serene, the priest bowed, thinking of 
his bed. y(»u wish, my children.” He kneeled, 
crossed himself, pi >cd, arose and went out quietly, 
murmuring: “She was a saint 

They remained alone, the dead woman and her 
children. The ticking of tne clock, hidden in the 
shadow, could be heard disunctly, and through the 
open window drifted in the sweet smell of hay and 
of woods, together with the soft moonlight No 
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other noise could be heard over the land except the 
occasional croaking of the frog or the chirping of 
some belated insect. An infinite peace, a divine mel- 
ancholy, a silent serenity surrounded this dead 
woman, seemed to be breathed out from her and tr> 
appease nature itself! 

Then the judge, still kneeling, his head buried 
in the bed clothes, cried in a voice altered by grief 
and deadened by the sheets and blankets: '‘Mamma, 
mamma, mamma !” And his sister, frantically strik- 
ing her forehead against the woodwork, convulsed, 
twitching and trembling as in an epileptic fit, 
moaned: '‘Jesus, Jesti'?, mamma, Jesus!” And both 
of them, shaken by a storm of grief, gasped and 
choked. 

The crisis slowly calmed down and they began to 
weep quietly, just as on the sea when a calm follows 
a squall. 

A rathtr long time passed and they arose and 
looked at their dead. And the memories, those dis- 
tant memories, yesterday so dear, to-day so tortur- 
ing, came to their minds with all the little forgotten 
details, those little intimate familiar details which 
bring back to life the one who has left. They re- 
called to each edher circumstances, words, smiles, 
intonations of the mother who was no longer to 
speak to them. They saw her again happy and 
calm. They remembered things which she had said, 
and a little motion of the hand, like beating time, 
which she often used when emphasizing something 
important. , 

And they loved her as they never had loved her 
before* They measured the depth of their grief, 
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and thus they discovered how lonely they would find 
themselves. 

It was their prop, their guide, their whole youth, 
all the best part of their lives which was disappear- 
ing. It was their bond with life, their mother, their 
mamma, the connecting link with their forefathers 
v/hich they would thenceforth miss. They now be- 
eame solitary, lonely beings, they could no longer 
Uiok back. 

The nun said to her brother "You remember 
how mamma used always to read her < Id letters ; 
they are all there in that drawer. Let ns in turn, 
lead them, let us live her whole life through to- 
night beside heri It would be like a road to the 
tfoss, like making the acquaintance of her mother, 
of ojjir grandparents, w'hom we never knew, but 
who'se letters aie there and oi whom she so often 
spoke, do you remember ?" 

Out of the drawer they took about ten little pack- 
ages of yellow paper, tied with care and arranged 
one beside the other. They threw these relics on the 
bed and chose one of them on which the word 
"Father” was wiittcn They opened and read it. 

It was one of those old-fashioned letters which 
one finds in old family desk drawers, those epistles 
which smell of . .otl er century The first one 
started “Mv dear ” another one "My beautiful 
little girl,” others- "My dear child,” or "My dear 
daughter” And suddenly -he nun began to read 
aloud, to read over to the ocad won >n her whole 
hntorv, all her tender memories The )udge, resting 
his elbow on the bed, was listening with his eyes 
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fastened on his mother. The motionless body seemed 
happy. 

Sister Eulalie, interrupting herself, said suddenly : 
“These ought to be put in the grave with her; they 
ought to be used as a rhroud and she ought to be 
buried in it/’ She took another package, on whicfi 
no name was written. She began to read in a firm 
voice- *‘My adored one, ] love you wildly. Since 
yesterday I have been suffering the tortures of the 
damned, haunted by our memory. I feel >our lips 
against mine, your eyes m mine, youi breast against 
mine, I love }OU, I love you* You have driven me 
mad. My arms open, I gasp moved by a wild desire 
to hold you again My whole soul and body cries 
out for \ou, wants you. 1 have kept in my mouth 
the taste of your kisses ” 

The judge had straightened himself up Th^ nun 
stopped reading lie snatched the letter fn m her 
and looked for the signature. Thete was none, 
but only under the words. “The man who adores 
you,” the name “Henry ” Their father’s name w^as 
Rene. Therefore this was not from him Ihe son 
then quickly rummaged through the package of let- 
ters, took one out and read* “1 can no longer live 

without your caresbcs ” Standing erect, severe 

as w’hen sitting on the bench, he looked unmoved at 
the dead woman. The nun, straight as a statue, tears 
trembling in the eorriers of her eyes, was w^atching 
her brother, waiting. Then he crossed the room 
slowly, went to the window and stood there, gazing 
out into the dark night. 

When he turned around again Sister Eulalie, her 
eyes dry now, was still standing near the bed, her 
head bent down. 
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He stepped forward, quickly picked up the letters 
and threw them pell-mell back into the drawer. 
Then he closed the curtains of the bed. 

When daylight made the candles on the table turn 
pale the son slowly left his armchair, and without 
looking again at the mother ^upon whom he had 
passed sentence, severing the tie that united her to 
son and daughter, he said slowly: “Let us now 
retire, sister.” 



A HUMBLE DRAMA 

» 

M eetings that a£e unexpected constitute 
the charm of traveling. Who has not ex- 
perienced the joy of suddenly coming across 
a Parisian, a college friend, or a neighbor, five hun- 
dred miles from home ? Who has not passed a night 
awake in one of those small, rattling country stage- 
coaches, m regions where steam is still a thing un- 
known, beside a strange young woman, of whom one 
has caught only a glimpse in the dim light of the 
lantern, as she entered the carriage in front of a 
white house in some small countr)- tow n ^ 

And the next morning, when one’s head and ears 
feel numb with the continuous tinkling of the bells 
and the loud rattling of the windows, what a charm- 
ing sensation it is to see your pretty neighbor open 
her eyes, startled, glance aioiind her, arrange her 
rebellion-) hair with her slender fingers, adjust her 
hat, feel with sure hand whether her corset is still 
in place, her waist straight, and her skirt not too 
Wrinkled * 

She glances at you coldly and curiously Then 
she leans back and no longer seems interested in 
•nything but the country. 

In spite of voursdf, you watch her; and in spite 
af yourself you keep on thinking of her Who is 
■she? Whence does she come ? Where is she going ^ 
*11 spite of yourself you spin a little romance around 
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her. She is pretty; she seems charming! Happy 
he who . . . Life might be delightful with her. 
Who knows? She is perhaps the woman of our 
dreams, the one suited to our disposition, the one 
for whom our heart calls. 

• And how delicious even the disappointment at see- 
ing her get out at the gate of* a country house! A 
man stands there, who is awaiting her, with two chil- 
dren and two maids. He takes hei in his arms and 
kisses as he lifts her out. Then she stoops over the 
little ones, who hold up thfir hands to her; she 
kisses them tenderly; •and then they all go away 
together, down a path, while the mauls catch the 
packages which the driver throws down to them 
from the co.ach 

Adieu! It is all over. You never will see her 
again ! Adieu to the young woman who has passed 
the flight by >our side You know her no mote, you 
have not spoken to her ; all the same, you feel a little 
sad to see her go Adieu' 

I have had many of these souvenirs of travel, 
some joyous and some sad. 

Once I was in Auvergne, tramping through those 
delightful I'rcnch mountains, that are not too high, 
not too steep, but friendly and familiar. I had 
climbed the Snney, and entered a little inn, near a 
pilgrim’s chapel called Notre-Dame de Vassiviere, 
when I saw a rjiu -*r, ridiculous-looking old woman 
breakfasting alone at the enu table. 

She was at least seventy years old, tall, skinny, 
Sind angular, and her whip hair was puffed around 
her temples in the old- fa* hioned style. She was 
dressed like a navcling Fnglishwoman, in awkward, 
queer clothing, like a person who is indifferent to 
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dress. She was eating an omelet and drinking 
water. 

Her face was peculiar, with restless eyes and 
the expression of one with whom fate has dealt 
unkindly I watched her, in spite of myself, think- 
ing: ‘‘Who is she? What is the life of this 
woman? Why is she •j^^andering alone through these 
mountains ?” 

She paid and rose to leave, drawing up over her 
shoulders an astonishing little shawl, the two ends 
of which hung over her arms. I'roin a corner of 
the room she took an alpenstock, which was covered 
with iianies traced with a hot iron, then she went 
out, straight, erect, with the long steps of a letter- 
carrier who is setting out on his route. 

A euulc was waiting for her at the door, and 
both w^ent away I watched them go down the val- 
ley, along the road marked by a line of high wooden 
crosses. She was taller than her companion, and 
seemed to walk fabler than he. 

Two houis Tter I was climbing the edge of the 
deep funnel that incloses Lake Pavin in a mar\ clous 
and enormous basin of verdure, full of ticcs, bushes, 
rocks, and flowers Tins lake is so round that it 
seems if the outline had been dirwu with a pair 
of compasses, so clear and blue that one might deem 
it a flood of a/ure come down from the sky, so 
charming that one would like to live in a but on the 
wooded slope which dominates this ciater, where the 
cold, still water is sleeping 

The Englishwoman was standing there like a 
statue, ga/ing upon the tran-^parent sheet downi in 
the dead volcano She was straining her eyes to 
penetrate below the surface down to the unknown 
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depths, where monstrous trout which have devoured 
all the other fish are said to live. As I was passing 
close by her, it seemed to me that two big tears 
were brimming her eyes. But she departed at a 
^reat pace, to rejoin her guide, who had stayed be- 
hind in an inn at the foot of the path leading to the 
lake. * 

I did not see her again that da 3 % 

The next day, at nightfall. I came to the chateau 
of Murol. The old fortress, an enormous tower 
standing on a peak in the midst of a large valley, 
wliere three valleys intersect, rears its hrown, un- 
even, cracked surlace into the sky; it is ^ound, from 
its large crcular base to the crumbling turrets on 
its pinnacles. 

It astonishes the eye more than any other ruin by 
its ?imple mass, majesty, its grave and iipposing 
air of antiquit}. 1 1 stands there, alone, high as a 
mountain, a dead queen, hut still the quitn of the 
valleys stretched out beneath it. You go up by a 
s\ope planted with firs, then you enter a narrow 
gate, and stop at the foot of the walls, in the first 
inclosure, in full view of the entire country. 

Inside tlieie arc ruined halls, crumldmg stairways, 
unknown cavitie.s, dungeons, walls cut through in the 
middle, vaultetl roofs held up one knows not how, 
and a mass of si ones and crevices, overgrown with 
grass, where animals glide in and out. 

I was exploring this ruin alone. 

Suddenly 1 jicrccivcd hind a bit of wall a be- 
ing, a kind of pliantom, the spnit of this ancient 
and crumblir g haliitalion. 

I was taken aback with surprise, almost with 
4 
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fear, when I recognked the old lady whom I had 
seen twice. 

She was weeping, with big tears in her eyes, and 
held her handkerchief in her hand. 

I turned around to go away, when she spoke to 
me, apparently ashamed to have been surprised id 
her grief. 

“Yes, monsieur, I am crying. That does not hap- 
pen often to me.” 

“Pardon me, madame, for having disturbed you,” 
I stammered, confused, not knowing what to say. 
“Some misfortune has doubtless come to you.” 

“Yes. No — I am like a lost dog,” she murmured, 
and began to sob, with her handkerchief over her 
eyes. 

Moved bv these contagious tears, I took her hand, 
trying to calm her. 

Then brusquely she told me her history, as if no 
longer abl-* to boar her grief alone. 

“Oh! Oh' Monsieur — if you knew — the sorrow 
in which I live — in what sorrow. 

“Once I was happy. 1 have a house down 
there — a home. I cannot go back to it any more; 
I shall never go back to it again, it is too hard to 
bear. 

“I have a son. It is he ' it is he ' Children don’t 
know. Oh, one has such a short time to live! If 
I should see him now 1 should peihaps not recog- 
nize him. How I loved him? IIow I loved him! 
Even before he was botn, when I felt him move. 
And after that' How I have kissed and caressed 
and cherished him ! If you knew how many nights 
I have passi'd in watching him s'eep, and how many 
in thinking of him. 1 was crazy about him. When 
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he was eight years old his father sent him to board- 
ing-school. That was the end. He no longer be- 
longed to me. Oh, heavens! He came to see me 
every Sunday. That was all! 

“He went to college m Paris. Then he came 
‘only four times a year, and every time 1 was aston- 
ished to sec how he had changed, to find him taller 
without having seen him grow. They stole his child- 
hood from me, his confidence, and his love which 
otherwise would not have gone away from me; they 
stole my joy in seeing him grow, in seeing him 
become a little man. 

“I saw him four limes a year. Think of it! 
And at every one of his visits his body, his eye, his 
movements, his voice his laugli, w'-re no longer the 
same, were no longer mine. All th<“se things charge 
so tfuickly in a child ; and it l.^ so sad it one is not 
there to see them change; one no longer recognizes 
him. 

“One year he came with down on his cheek ! He ! 
my son ! 1 was dumfounded — would jou believe it? 
I hardly dared to kiss him Was H really he, my 
little, little curly head of old, my dear, dear child, 
whom 1 had held in his diapers O". n.y knee, and 
who had nursed at my breast with his little greedy 
lips— was it he, this tall, brown boy, who no longer 
knew how to kiss me, who seemed to love me as a 
matter of duty, wi.o called me ‘mother’ ior the sskt 
of politeness, anrl who ki•^sed me on the forehead, 
when I felt like crushing h=m in my arms? 

“My husband died. Thia my patents, and then 
my two sisters. When Heain enters a house it seems 
as if he were hurrying to do his utmost, so as not 
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to have to return for a long time after that He 
spares only one or two to mourn the others, 

remained alone. My tall son was then study- 
ing law. I was hoping to live and die near him, and 
I went to him so that we could live together. But 
he had fallen into the ways of young men, and he* 
gave me to understani^ that I was in his way. So I 
left. 1 was wrong in doir»g so, but I suffered too 
much in feeling myself in his way, I, his mother! 
And I came back home. 

hardly ever saw him again. 

‘He married. What a joy ! At last we should 
be together for good. I should have grandchildren. 
His wife was an Englishwoman, who took a dislike 
to me. Why? Perhaps she thought that I loved 
him too much. 

“Again I w^as obliged to go away. And I was 
alone. Yes, monsieur. 

“Then he went to England, to live wTh them, 
with his wife’s parents. Do you understand? They 
have him — they have ray son for themselves. They 
have stolen him from me. He writes to me once 
a month. At first he came to sec me. But now he 
no longer comes. 

“It is now four years since I saw him last. His 
face then was wrinkled and his hair white. Was 
that possible? This man, my son, almost an old 
man? My little rosy child of old? No doubt I shall 
never see him again, 

“And so I travel about all the year. 1 go east 
and west, as you see, with no companion. 

“I am like a lost dog. Adieu, monsieur! don't 
stay here with me for it hurts me to have told 
you all this.” 
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I went down the hill, and on turning round to 
glance back, I saw the old woman standing on a 
broken wall, looking out upon the mountains, the 
long valley and Lake Chatnbon in the distance. 

And her skirt and the queer little shawl which 
•she wore around her thin shoulders were fluttering 
like a flag in the wind. 



MADEMOISELLE COCOTTE, 


W E were just leaving the asylum when I saw 
a tall, thin man in a corner of the court 
who kept on calling an imaginar\ clog. He 
crying in a soft, tender voice : “Cocotte ! Come 
htfe, Cocotte, my beauty!” and slapping his thigh as 
one does when calling an animal 1 asked the physi- 
cian, “Who is that man^” He answeied: “Oh! he 
is not at all interesting. lie is a coaeh’iian named 
Framjois, who became insane after dt owning his 
dog” 

I insisted: “Tell me bis story The mo'-t sitnple 
and humble things are sometimes thc'sc wlucK touch 
our hearts most deeply.” 

Here is this man’s adventure, which wis obtained 
from a friend of his, a groom : 

There was a family of rich hour^coT, who lived 
in a suburb of Paris. They had a \illa i.i tlic middle 
of a park, at the edge of the .Seine. ’I'lieu coachman 
was this Fram^ois, a country fellow, ■'Oinewhat dull, 
kind-hearted, simple and easy to deceno 
Cue evening, as he was leturmng linmc, a dog 
began to follow him. At first be paid no attention 
to it, but the creature’' obstinacy at last made him 
turn round. He looked to see if he knew this dog. 
No, he had never seen it. It was a Lnnle dog and 
frightfully thin. She was trotting behind bun with 
a mournful and famished look, her tail between her 
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legs, her ears flattened against her head and stopping 
and starting w^hcnever he did. 

He tried to :hase this skeleton away and cried: 
'‘Run along! Get out! Kssl kss!*' She retreated 
a few steps, then sat down and waned. A.nd when 
•the coachman started to walk again she followed 
along behind him, # 

He pretended to pick up some stones. The animal 
ran a little tarther away, hut came back again as 
soon as the man’s back was turned. 

Then the coachman Francois took pitv <>n the 
beast and callt d her. The nog approaclmj timidly. 
The man paltcd her protruding ribs moved by the 
beast’s niis<*ry, and he cried* “Come* come here!'' 
Inimedi ncl\ ^hc began to wag her tail, feeling 
h^erself t the n in, adopted, she began to run along 
ahc|^(l of bc^ new master. 

He made her a bed on the straw in the stabtc, then 
he ran to t1‘c kitchen for some bread. When she 
had eaten ai* she could ^he carded up and wxnt to 
sleep. 

When his emplovers heard of thi. the next day 
they allow (\1 tla' coachman to keep Ihc animal. It 
was a good bea'-t, caressing and faithful, intelligent 
and gentle 

Neverthclos, Ftanqois adored Cocotte, and he 
kept rep^ itnm, “That beast is human. She only 
lacks speech ” 

He had a imgmficent red leather collar made for 
her which bore these words engia\cd on a copper 
plate “]\!ademoisclle Co ^tte, belonging to t^e 
coacliman bnncois” 

She was rea/arkably pr<dific and four times a year 
would give birlh to a batch of little animals belong- 
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ing to every variety of the canine race. Franqois 
would pick out one which he would leave her and 
then he would uniuercifully throw the others into 
the river. Rut soon the cook joined her complaints 
to those of the gardener. She would find dogs under 
the stove, in the ice box, in the coal bin, and they 
would steal everything they came across. 

Finally the master, tii '^d of complaints, impa- 
tiently ordered Franqois to get rid of Corottc In 
despair the man tried to give her nwav. Nobody 
wanted her. Then he decided to lose lier. and he 
gave her to a teamster, who was to drop her on the 
other side of Paris, near Join\ill( de-Pont. 

Cocotte returned the same day. Some decision 
had to he taken. Five francs was given to a train 
conductor to take her to Havre. He was to drop 
her there. 

Three days later she returned to the stable, thin, 
footsore and tiied out 

The master took pity on her and let her stay. But 
other clogs were attracted as belore, and one eve- 
ning, when a big dinner party was on, a stuffed tur- 
key was earned away bv one of them right under 
the cook’s noa', and she did not dare to stop him. 

This time the ina'>ter completely lost his temper 
and said angrily to Francois* *Tf you don’t throw 
this beast into the water before to-morrow morning, 
ril put you out, do you hear^” 

The man was dumbfounded, and ho returned to his 
room to pack his trunk, preferring to leave the place. 
Then he bethought himself that lie could find no 
other situation as long as he dragged this animal 
about with him. He thought of his good position, 
where he was well paid and well ftcl, and he decided 
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that a dog was really not worth all that. At last he 
decided to rid himself of Cocotte at daybreak. 

He slept badly. He rose at dawn, and taking a 
strong rope, went to get the dog. She stood up 
slowly, shook herself, stretched and came to welcome 
fier master. 

Then his courage forsook liiin, and he began to 
pet her afiectionately, stroking lier long ears, kissing 
her muzzle and calling her tender names. 

But a neighboring clock struck six. He could no 
longer hesitate. He opened tlie door, calling: 
‘‘Come !” The Ijcast wagged her tail, und'^rstanding 
that she was to be taken out. 

They reached the beach, and he chose a place 
where the w:itcr seemed deep, 'riicii he knotted the 
rope round the Icatlier collar and tied a heavy stone 
to tlje other end, He seized Cocotte in his arnus and 
kissed her madly, as though he were taking le^ive of 
some human being. He held her to his breast, 
rocked her and called her “my dear little Cocotte, 
my sweet little Cocotte/* and she grunted with 
pleasure. 

Ten times he tried to throw her into the water and 
each time he lost courage. 

But suddenly he made up his mind and threw her 
as far from him as he could. At first she tried to 
swim, as she did when he gave her a baih, but her 
head, dragged dov < by the stone, kept going under, 
and she looked at her master with wild, human 
glances as she struggled like a drowning person. 
Then the front part of lu body sank, while her 
hind legs waved wildly ou^ of the water. Finrdly 
those also disappeared. 

Then, for five minutes, bubbles rose to the surface 
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as though the river were boiling, and Franqois, 
haggard, his heart beating, thought that he saw Co- 
cotte struggling in the mud, and, with the simplicity 
of a peasant, he kept saying to himself “What does 
the poor beast think of me now^” 

He almo'^it lost Ins ^md He was ill for a month 
and every night he dreamed of his dog He could 
feel her licking his hands and hear her barking It 
was necessary to call in a phjsitian At last he 
recovered, and toward the nd of June his employ- 
ers took him to their estate at Bie ne ir Rouen 

There again he was near the Seine He ])eg<m to 
take baths Fach morning he /ould i^( down with 
the groom and they would swim acin-, Mk r ver 

One dav, as they were disportin,^ ih< nsthes in 
the water, T ram,ois snddti ly tried lo In co ijoan- 
lon ‘‘Look what’s coming* Im goin» lo yon 
a chop 

It was an enormous, swollen coip^c tl it was 
floating down with its fetl sticking tiai^lii up in 
the air 

Franc^ois sw am up to it still joki Whew * 
’t s not fresh \\ liat a catch, old man * It l'^n t tlun, 
eithci*’ He ke^^t wiraniing about at a JistiT e 
from the animal, that was in a si itc of dec imposi- 
tion Then, suddenly, he was silent and lo Aed at i1 
attentivf ly 1 his time he C'-me near em uedi lo loud 
It He looked fixedly at the collar, thni he stieUhecJ 
out his arm, seized the neck, swung the coi[)‘,^ round 
and drew it up close to him and read on tnc coppti 
which had turned green and which still s^uck lo tL» 
discolored leather ‘‘Mademoiselle Cocottc, belong 
ing to the coachman Francois.’’ 
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The dead dog had come more than a hundred miles 
to find its master ! 

He let out a frightful shriek and began to swim 
for the beach with all his might, still howling; and 
as soon as he touched land he ran away wildly, stark 
flaked, through the country. He was insane ! 
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T he road ascended gently through the forest 
of Aitone. The large pines formed a solemn 
dome above our heads, and that mysterious 
sound made by the wind in the trees sounded like the 
notes of an organ. 

After walking for three hours, there was a clear- 
ing, and then at intervals an enormous pine um- 
brella, and then we suddenly came to the eilge of the 
forest, some hundred meters below the pass leading 
to the wild valley of Niolo. 

On the two projecting heights which commanded 
a view of this pa>.s, some old trees, grotesquely 
twisted, seemed to have mounted with painful ef- 
forts, like scouts sent in advance of the multitude in 
the rear. When we turned round, wc saw the entire 
forest stretched beneath our feet, like a gigantic 
basin of verdure, inclosed by bare rocks whose sum- 
mits seemed to reach tlie sky. 

We resumed our walk, and, ten minutes later, 
found ourselves m the pass. 

Then I beheld a remarkable landscape Beyond 
another forest stretched a valley, but a valley such 
as I had never seen before : a solitude of stone, ten 
leagues long, hollowed out between two high moun- 
tains, without a field or a tree to be seen. This was 
the Niolo valley, the fatherland of Corsican liberty, 
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the inaccessible citadel, from which the invaders had 
never been able to drive out the mountaineers. 

My companion said to me: “This is where all 
our bandits have taken refuge?” 

Ere long we were at the further end of this gorge, 
so wild, so inconceivably beautiful. 

Not a blade of grass, not plant — nothing but 
granite. As lar as our eyes coidd roach, we saw in 
front of us a desert of glittering stone, heated like 
an oven by a burning sun, which seemed to hang for 
that ver} purpose right above the gorge When we 
raised our eves towards the crests, we stood dazzled 
and stupefied by what w’c saw^ Tliey looked like a 
festoon of coral; all the summits are of porphyry^ 
and the sky o^ erliead wa^. violet, purple, tinged with 
the coloring of tlicse strange mountains. Lower 
deiwn, the granite was of scintillating gray, and 
seemed giound to powder beneath our feet. A^. our 
right, along a long and irregular eomse, roared a 
tumultuous torrent And we staggered along under 
tins heat, in this bght, in this Ininung, arid, desolate 
valley cut by tins torrent of turbulent watei which 
seemed to be ever burr’ ing onward, without fertiliz- 
ing the KK'ks, lost in this fnrnact wduch greedily 
drank it up without being saturated or refreshed by 
it. 

But, suddenly, there was visible at our right a 
little wooden cross "Unk in a little heap of stones. 
A man had been killed there; and I said to niy ccmi- 
panion : 

“1 ell me about your bandi' 

He replied : 

“I knew the most celebrated of them, the terrible 
St Lucia. I will tell you his history. 
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^^His father was killed in a quarrel by a young 
man of the district, it is said; and St. Lucia was left 
alone with his sister. He was a weak, timid youth, 
small, often ill, without any energy. He did not pro- 
claim vengeance against the assassin of his father. 
All his relatives came to see him, and implored di 
him to avenge his death; he remained deal to their 
menaces and their supplicctions. 

‘Then, following the old Corsican custom, his 
sister, in her indignation carried away his black 
clothes, in order that he might not wear mourning 
for a dead man who had not been aveij,;cd. He was 
insensible to even this affront, and rather than take 
down from the rack his father’s gun, wducli was still 
loaded, he shut himself up, not darmg to brave the 
looks of the young rncu of the district. 

“He seemed to have even forgotten the enn^e, and 
lived with his sister in the seclusion of their 
dwelling. 

But, one day, the man who was suspected of 
having committed the murder, wa^ about <o get mar- 
ried. St. Lucia did not appear to l)e moved by this 
news, but, out of st eer bravado, doubtlev,«i, the bride- 
groom, on his way to the church, passed before the 
house of the two orphans. 

“The brother and the sister, at their window, 
were eating frijoles, when the young man saw the 
bridal procession going by. Suddenly he began to 
tremble, rose to his feet without uttering a word, 
made the sign of the cross, tof»k the gun which was 
hanging over the fireplace, and \vent out 

“When he spoke of this later on, he «aid: T don’t 
know what was the matter with me; it was like fire 
in my blood; I felt that I must do it, that, in spitfi 
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of everythin I could not resist, and I concealed the 
gun in a cave on the road to Corte/ 

‘'An hour later, he came back, with nothing in 
his hand, and with his habitual air of sad weariness. 

sister believed that there was nothing further in 
his thoughts. 

But when night fell he disappeared. 

“llis eiKinv had, the same evening, to repair to 
Corte on loc»t, accompanied by his two groomsmen. 

“lie was walking along, singing as he weni, when 
St Lucia stood Ijoforc him, and looking straight in 
the rnurdcTci’s ^acc, exclaimed ‘Now is the time!' 
and shot him (iniit-blank in the client. 

“One of \] f men fled, the other stared at the 
young man sayrng 

“*\\har have u done, St Lncii?’ and he was 
about^to hri^tdi to (\)rte for hrlp, when St Lucia 
said in a stun tc^iie 

“ 'tf yoa UiO^c ariolhtr step, Lfl slio<)t you in the 
leg/ 

‘The othrr, aware of his timidity hitherto, re 
plied: ‘You w^nl!d not dare to do it’’ and was hur- 
rying oM v\hen In fell instantaneously, his thigh 
shattered ))y a InJUt. 

“And M. Lucia, coming over to where he lay, 
said * 

‘I am <.oing to h ok at your w^onnd; if it is not 
serioii*^, ril Km VC vou there, if if inorlal 1 11 finish 
you ofl 

“He in jKrteri tl»c wound considered it mortal, 
and slow)) teh^adnig his gun, told the wounded man 
to sav a praser, mid diot him through tne head. 

“Next day he was m the mountains 
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“And do you know what this St Lucia did after 
this? 

“AH his family were arrested by the cjendarmes. 
His uncle, the cure, who was suspected of having 
incited him to this deed of vengeance, was himself 
put in prison, and accused hy the dead man’s rela- 
tives. But he escafed, look a gun tn his turn, and 
went to join his nephew lu the brush 

“Next, SL Liuia killed, one after the other, liis 
uncleks accusers, and tore out their eye^n to tfacli the 
others never to state what they had seen with their 
eyes 

“He killed all the relatives, all the conncctirns of 
his enemv’s family lU slew dnniiq his life four- 
teen gendarnus, burned down the hoi sts uf his ad- 
versaries, and was, up to the day o1 doth, the 
most terrible of all the bandits wliit^c menurv we 
have preserved/^ 


The sun disappeared behind Monte Cinto and the 
tall shadow'^ of the eranite mountain wtiit to sleep on 
the granite of tlu valkv We quickened our pace lu 
order to ro.«ch before night the httlc village of 
Albertaccio, nothing but a pile of stonies wadded into 
the stone flanks of a wuld gorge And 1 said as I 
thought of the bandit 

“What a ternbb custom ^ollr \(ndcttn 
My companion answeied witli an an of leajgna- 
tion: 

“What would you have? A man must do his 
duty !" 
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THE GRAyE 

T he ‘seventeenth of July, one thousand eight 
hundred and cighly-tliree, at halt-past two in 
tlu nioniing, the viatehn)an in the ce.netery 
of ftesurs, who lived m a small cotlatjc on the edge 
of this field of the dead, was awakened by the bark- 
ing of hie dog, which was shut up in the kitchen. 

Going down [uIckK, In saw the animal sniffing 
at the ciaJc ot the dour and baikiiig innously. as if 
some tramp had been sneaking ah nit the house. 
The R‘eper, Vineent, there foie took his gun und 
W'ent out. 

Ilis dog, pieceding him, at once rati in the direc- 
tion of the Aienue General Bonnet, stopping short 
at the monument of IV! adanie 1 onioiscau. 

The keeper, advancii.g cautiously, soon saw a 
faint light on the side of the Avenue Malenvers, and 
stealing in among the graves, he came upon a hor- 
rible act of profanation. 

A man had dug up the coffin of a young woman 
who had been burie'’ the evening before and was 
dragging the corpse out of it. 

A small dark lantern, standing on a pile of earth, 
lighted up this hideous scene. 

Vincent sprang upon the A'-retch, threw him to 
the ground, bound his hands and took him to the 
police station. 
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It was a youngf, wealthy and respected lawyer in 
town, named Courbataille. 

He was brought into couit. The public prosecu* 
tor opened the case by referring to the monstrous 
deeds of the Sergeant Bertrand. ^ 

A wave of indignation swept over the courtroom. 
When the magiv'^trrfte sat down the crowd assembled 
cried : ’'Death ! death !” With difficulty the presid- 
ing judge established silence. 

Then he said gravely: 

"Defendant, what have you to say in your de- 
fense 

Courbataille, who had refuserl counsel, rose. He 
was a handsome fellow, tall, brown, with a frank 
face, etiergeiic manner and a fearless eye. 

Paying no attention to the whibtlings m the 
room, he began to speak in a voice that was low and 
veiled at f»rst, but that grew more firm he pro- 
ceeded. 

"Monsieur Ic President, gentlemen* of the jury: 1 
have very III tie to say. The woman who^-e grave I 
violated wa^ my sweetheart. 1 Itwed her. 

"I loved her, not with a sensual love and not with 
mere tenderness of heart and soul, hut witli an ab- 
solute, complete love, with an overpowering pas- 
sion. 

“Hear me: 

"When I met her for the time I ftll a strange 
sensation. Tl was not astonishment nor admiration, 
nor yet that which is called love at fir't sight, but a 
feeling of delicious well-being as if I :iad been 
plunged into a warm bath. Her gcs'utes seduced 
me, her voice enchanted me, and it was with infinite 
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pleasure that I looked upon her person It seemed 
to me as if I had seen her before and as if I had 
known her a long time. She had within her some- 
thing of my spirit 

^^^She seemed to me like an answer to a cry uttered 
by my soul, to that vague and unce i^^ing cry with 
which wc call upon Hope during our whole life 

**When I knew her a little better, the mere thought 
of seeing her again filled me with e'cquisite and 
profound uneasiness the touch of her hand in mine 
was more delightful to me than anything that I had 
imagined, her smile filled me with a mad joy, with 
the desire to run, to dance, to fling myself upon the 
ground 

“So we became lovers 

'‘Yes, more than that she was my very life. I 
looked for nothing further on earth, and had no 
further desires I lunged for nothing; further 

“One evening, when we had gone on a somewhat 
long walk by the river, we were overtaken bv the 
ram, and she caught cold It developed into pneu- 
monia the next day, and a week later she was dead. 

“During the houis of her smTenng astonishment 
and consternation prevented my understanding and 
reflecting upon it, but when she was dead I was so 
overwhelmed by blank despair that I had no 
thoughts left I W’cpt^ 

“During all the horrible details of the interment 
my keen and wild grief was like a madness, a kind 
of sensual, physical grief 

“Then when she was gone, when she was under 
the earth, ray mn d at once found itself again, and I 
passed through a series of moral sufferings ao ter 
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rible that even the love she had vouchsafed to Up© 
was dear at that price. 

'Then the fixed idea came to me : I shall not se^fe 
her again. 

^‘When one dwells on this thought for a whole 
day one feels as if he were going mad. Just thiWk 
of it ! There is a yeoman whom you adore, a unique 
woman, for in the whole miverse there is not a sec- 
ond one like her. This woman has given herself 
to }ou and has created with you the mysterious 
union that is called Love. Her eye seems to you 
more vast than spare, more charming than the world, 
that clear eye smiling with her tenderness. This 
woman loves you When she speaks to you her 
voice floods }ou with joy 

“And suddenly she disappears ^ Tliink of it ! 
She disappears, not only for >ou, but iorevv.15 She 
is dead. Do )ou understand what that means? 
Never, never, never, not anywhtre will she exist any 
more. Nevermoie will that eve look upon anything 
again; nevermore will that voice, nor any voice like 
it, litter a word in the same w^ay as she uttered it. 

“Ncverniote will a face be born that is like hers. 
Never, luver^ The molds (d statues are kept; casts 
are kept by winch one can make objects with the 
same outlines and forms. But that one body and 
that one face will nt\cr more be born again upon 
the earth And }ct millions and millions of crea- 
tures will be born, and more than that, and this one 
woman will not reappear among all the women of 
the future. Is it possible? It drives one mad to 
think of it. 

“She lived for twenty years, not more, and she 
has disappeared forever, forever, forever ! She 
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thought, she smiled, she loved me. And now noth- 
ing! The flies that die in the auUimn are as much 
as we are in this world. And now nothing! And I 
thought that her body, her fresh body, so warm, so 
svj^et, so white, so lovely, would rot down there in 
that box under the earth. And her soul, her thought, 
her love — where is it? * 

‘‘Nor to sec her again! The idea of this decom- 
posing body, that I might yet recognize, haunted me. 
I wanted to look at it once moie. 

“I went out wdth a spade, a Jaiitern and a ham- 
mer. I jumped over the cemetery wall and 1 found 
the grave, which ha<l not yet been closed entir<=^ly; 
I uncovered tb*. cedhn and took up a board. An 
abominahle odor, the blench of ptitref<jclion, greeted 
my nostrils. Oh, her bed pel fumed with orri^! 

“Yet I opened the ci^flin, and, holding my lighted 
lantern down into it, 1 saw her Her face was blue, 
swollen, frightful. A black liquid had oo/ed out of 
her mouth 

“She* Idiat was she ! Horror seized me. But I 
stretched out rny arm t(; draw this monstrous face 
toward me. And then I was taught 

“All night 1 have retained the foul odor of this 
putrid body, the odor of my v/cll beloved, as one re- 
tains the perfume of a woman after a love embrace. 
“Do wdth me what ui will ” 

A strange silence seemed to oppress the room. 
They seemed to be waiting for something more. 
The jury retired to deliberate. 

When they came back a f w minutes later the 
accused showed no fear and did not even seem to 
think. 
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The president announced with the usual formali- 
ties that his judges declared him to be not guilty. 

He did not move and the room applauded. 

The Grave appeared in Gil Blas^ July 39 , X88I3, under the 
signature of ^‘Maufrigncusc.** 
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THE ENGLISHMAN OF 

• ETRETAT 

* 

A GREAT English poet has just croshcd over 
to France in order to greet Victor Hugo. 
All the newspapers are full of his name and 
he is the ereat topic of con\ersat*on in all drawing- 
rooms. Fifteen years ago I had occasiot. ccveral 
times to meet Algernon Charles Swinburne. I will 
attempt to show him just as I saw him and to give an 
idea of the strange impression he made on me, which 
will remain witli me throughout time 
I t^lievc it wa^ In 1867 or in l 86S that an un- 
known young Englishman came to f'tretat and 
bought a little hut hidden under great Itees. It was 
said that he lived there, ah\avs alone, in a strange 
manner, and he aroused the inimical surprise of 
the natives, fi'r the inhabitants were sullen and 
foolishly malicious, as they always are in little 
towns. 

They declared that this whim deal Englishman ate 
nothing but boiled, roasted or slewed monkey, that 
he would see no one; that he talked to limiMdf hours 
at a time and ina y oiher suipitsing things that 
made pcopid tliink that he was diffeicnt from other 
men. They were surprised that he should live alone 
with a nionkeif Had it hex i a cat or a dog they 
would have said nothing. Bul a monkc^ ! Was that 
not frightful? What savage tastes the man must 
luave! 
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I knew this young man only from seeing him in 
the streets. He was short, plump without being fat, 
mild-looking, and he wore a little blond mustache, 
which was almost invisible. 

Chance brought us together. This savage had 
amiable and pleasing manners, but he was one of 
those strange EngVshi^ien that one meets here and 
there throughout the world. 

Endowed with remarkable intelligence, he seemed 
to live in a fantastic dream, as Edgar Poe must have 
lived. He had translated into English a ^'olume of 
strange Icelandic legends, which 1 ardently desired 
to see translated into French. He loved the super- 
natural, the dismal and grewsome, but he spoke of 
the most marvellous things with a calmness that 
was typically English, to which his gentle and quiet 
voice gave a semblance of reality that was; mad- 
dening. 

Full of a liaughty disdain for the world, wdth its 
conventions, prejudices and code of morality, he had 
nailed to his house a name that was boldly impudent. 
The keeper of a lonely inn who should write on his 
door: “Travellers murdered here!’' could not make 
a more sinister jest. 1 never had entered his dwell- 
ing, when one day I received an invitation to lunch- 
eon, following an accident that had occurred to one 
of his friends, who had been almost drowned and 
whom I had attempted to rescue. 

Although I was unable to reacli the man until he 
had already been rescued, I received the hearty 
thanks of the two Englishmen, and the following 
day 1 called upon them. 

The friend w^as a man about thirty years old. He 
bore an enormous head on a child’s body — a body 
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without che^^t or shoulders. An immense forehead, 
which seemed to have engulfed the rest of the man, 
expanded like a (\^me above a thin face which ended 
in a little pointed beard. Two sharp eyes and a pe- 
culiar mouth gave one the improsMon of the head 
a reptile, while the magnificent brow suggested a 
genius. ^ 

A nervous twitching shook this peculiar being, 
who walked, moved, acted by jerks like a broken 
spring 

This was Algernon Charle^^ Swinlunne, son of an 
English admiral and grandson, on the nateinal side, 
of the Farl of Aslilmrnham. 

He strange crnintenance was transfigured when 
he spoke. I have seldom seen a man more impress- 
ive, more eloquent, incisive or chatinuig in conver- 
sation TIis r<ipid. clear, piorung and fan4a tic 
innginatnm seemed to creep into hi^ voue and to 
lend life to Ins words Il»s brusque gestures enliv- 
ened Ins sjieccb, whxch penetrated one like a dagger, 
and he had bursts ot thought, iu,t as Hghth(aises 
throw oul dashes of fire, great, genial liglits that 
seemed to illuminate a whole wor!<l of ideas 

The honu of the two friends wa^ pn Uy and by 
no means uinimonplacc. Everywhere were paint- 
ings. .some superb, ^nne strange, r piesenling dif- 
ferent conceptions f insanity. Unless I am mis- 
taken, there was a warcr-color which represented 
the head of a dead man fioating in a rose-colored 
shell on a boundless ocean, under a moon with a 
human face. 

Ileie and IhcM' 1 came across borms. 1 clearly 
remember a Hayed hand on which was hanging some 
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dried skin and black muscles, and on the snow-white 
bones could be seen the traces of dried blood. 

The food was a riddle which I could not solve. 
Was it good? Was it bad? I could not say. Some 
roast monkey took away all desire to make a steady 
diet of this animal, and the great monkey wbj 
roamed about among us at large and playfully 
pushed his head iiito my glass when I wished to 
drink cured me of any desire I might have to take 
one of his brothers as a companion for the rest of 
my days. 

As for the two men, they gave me the impression 
of two strange, original, remarkable minds, belong- 
ing to that peculiar race of talented madmen from 
among whom have arisen Poe, JtlolTmann and many 
others. 

If genius is, as is commonly believed, a sort of 
aberration of great minds, then Algernon Cliarles 
Swinburne is undoubtedly a genius. 

Great minds that are healthy are never consid- 
ered geniuses, while this sublime qualilication is 
lavished on brains that are often inferior but are 
slightly touched by madness. 

At any rate, this poet remains one of the first of 
his time, through his originality and polished form. 
He IS an exalted lyrical singer who seldom bothers 
about the good and humble truth, which French 
poets are now seeking so persistently and patiently. 
He strives to set down dreams, subtle thoughts, 
sometimes great, sometimes visibly forced, but some- 
times magnificent 

Two years later I found the house closed and its 
tenants gone. The furniture was being sold. In 
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memory of them I bought the hideous flayed hand. 
On the grass an enormous square block of granite 
bore this simple word: “Nip/' Above this a hol- 
low^ stone offered water to the birds, [t was the 
grave of the monkey, who had been hanged by a 
young, vindictive negro servant. It was said that 
this violent domestic had bten forced to flee at the 
point of his exasjicrated masuf’s revolver. After 
wandering about without home or food for several 
days, he iclurned and began lo peddle barley-sugar 
in the streets. lie was expelled fiom the ccuntry 
after he had almost strangled a dn pleased ''-istonier. 

The world would be ga\cr li out could oiten meet 
homes like that. 


This ‘itorv ipfxnn i n “I uil N >vcmbfr jo It 

was the origin n kttih for llu iiir<->d k tor> study of Swmburr«, 
wrutt'Q hv M lajM suit in 1 rtAith )Kin.*latun hy V;rabncl 
Muurcy ol ‘ i* ;rn > lud Cdlids'* 



MAGNETISM 

I T was a men’s *‘dinhcr party, and they were sit- 
ting over their cigars and brandy and discussing 
magnetism. Donato’s tricks and Charcot’s ex- 
periments. Presently the sceptical, easy-going 
men, who cared nothing for religion of any sort, 
began telling stones of strange occurrences, in- 
credible things which, nevertheless, had really oc- 
curred, so they said, falling back into superstitious 
beliefs, clinging to these last remnants of the mar- 
vellous, becoming devotees of this inysleiy of mag- 
setism, defending it in the name of science There 
was only one person who smiled, a vigorous young 
fellow, a great ladies’ man who was so incredulous 
that he would not even enter upon a discussion of 
such matteis 

lie repeated with a sneer : 

“Humbug' hunihug ’ humbug' We need not dis- 
cuss Donato, who us merely a very smait luggler. 
As fot M. Charcot, who is said to be a remarkable 
man of sen nee, be produces on me the effect of 
those story-tellers of the school of Isdgar Poe, who 
end by going mad through constantly reflecting on 
queer cases of insanity. He has authenticated 
some cases of unexplained and inexplicable nervous 
phenomena , he makes his way into that unknown 
region which men are exploring every day, and un- 
nble always to understand what he sees, he recalls, 
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perhaps, the ecclesiastical interpretation of these 
mysteries. 1 should like to hear what he says him- 
self/’ 

The words of the unbeliever were listened to wUh 
a kind of pity, as if he had blasphemed in an as- 
sembly of monks. 

One of these gentlemen exclaimed* 

‘'And yet miracles were performed in olden 
times/' 

'T deny it ” replied the other. ‘‘Why cannot they 
be performed n(»w r 

T hen, each mentioned sonic fact, bome fantastic 
presentiment, some instance of communicating 
with each other across space, or some c'^sc ot the 
secret influci.co of one being over another Tbejf 
asserted and mamtciined that the^-e things had ac- 
tually occurred, while the sc<ptic angrily rept’ated: 

“Humbug^ humbug* humbug*” 

At last be ro>e, threw away his cigar, and with 
his hands in his pockets, ^aid* “Well, I also have 
two stones to Icil you, whiJi I will afterwards ex- 
plain Here they are: 

“In the little village of f'trctat, the men, who are 
all seafaring folk, go every year to Mtwfoumlland 
to fish for cod One night the little son of one of 
these fishermen woke up with a start, crying out 
that his father was dead. 1'hc child qineicd, 
and again he wo* '' cxclaimmtJ^ that his father 
was drowned. A month later the news cainf^ that 
his father had, in fact, been swept off the deck of 
his smack by a billow. Tlr ividow then remembered 
how her son had woke up a»‘»d spoken ol his father’s 
death Everyone said was a mnacle, and the 
affair caused a great sensation. The dates were 
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compared, and it was found that the accident and 
the dream were almost coincident, whence they 
concluded that they had happened on the same night 
and at the same hour. And there is a mystery of 
magnetism.” 

The story-teller stopped suddenly. ' 

Thereupon, one of those who had heard him, 
much affected by the' na*rative, asked; 

"And can you explain this?” 

“Perfectly, monsieur. I have discovered the sC' 
cret The circumstance surprised me and even per- 
plexed me very much; but you see, 1 do not believe 
on principle Just as others begin by believing, I 
begin by doubting; and when 1 cannot understand, 
1 continue to deny that there can be any telepathic 
conimunicativm between souls, certain that my own 
intelligence will be able to explain it. Well, I ftept 
on inquiring into the matter, and by dint of ques- 
tioning all the wives of the absent seamen, 1 was 
convinced that not a week passed without one of 
them, or one of their children dreaming and declar- 
ing when they woke up that the father was drowmed. 
The horrible and continual fear of this accident 
makes them always talk about it Now, if one of 
these frequent predictions coincides, by a very sim- 
ple chance, with the death of the person referred to, 
people at once declare it to be a miracle; for they 
suddenly lose sight of all the other predictions of 
misfortune that have remained unfulfilled. I have 
myself known fifty cases where the persons who 
made the prediction forgot all about it a week after- 
wards. But, if, then one happens to die, then the 
recollection of the thing is immediately revived, ana 
people are ready to believe in the intervention oi 
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God, according to some, and magnetism, according 
to others/' 

One of the ^mokers remarked: 

'*What you say is right enough; but what about 
your second story?” 

“Oh ! my second story is a very delicate matter 
to relate. It happened to niystlf, and so I don't 
place any great value on m3 own view of the matter. 
An interest ^'d party can never give an impartial 
opinion. However, here it 

“Among my acquaintances was a voiing woman 
on whom I had never bestowed a thoug^'l, whom 1 
had never even looked at atlcntiv-ly, never taken 
any notice ol. 

“I clashes 1 her among the women oi no im> 
portance, thmigli she was not had-looking; '^he ap- 
peiv'cd, in fact, to possess eye^, a n< se, a mouth, 
some s<»rt of hair — just a colorless type ot “counte- 
nance. She was one of those Inings wlio awaken 
only a chance, j.a'-sing thought, but no specjal in- 
terest, no desire, 

“Well, om^ night, as I was writing some leturs 
by my fireside before going to bed, I was conscious, 
in the midst t)f that tram o( sensuous visions that 
sometimes ]ias‘ throutrh one's brain in moments of 
idle reverie, of a kind ot slight inlluence, p issing 
over me, a little flutter of the heart . and unme* 
diately, without ly f nise, without any logu'?I con- 
nection of thought, < saw distinctly, 11 I were 
touching her, saw from head to foot, ami disrobed, 
this young woman to whi) ' I hail never given mor»„ 
that three se^<mds’ thoug' t at a time. ' smldcnly 
discovered m her a number ot cjualiues whicu 1 had 
never before ibserved, a sweet charm, a languorous 
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fascination; she awakened in me that sort of restless 
emotion that causes one to pursue a woman. But I 
did not think of her long. I went to bed and was 
soon asleep. And I dreamed. 

‘‘You have all had these strange dreams which, 
make you overcome the impossible, which open to 
you double-locked daots, unexpected joys, tightly 
folded arms ? 

“Which of us in these troubled, exciting, breath- 
less slumbers, has not held, clasped, embraced with 
rapture, the woman who occupied his thoughts? 
And have you ever noticed what superhuman de- 
light these happy dreams give us? Into w'luit mad 
intoxication they cast you! wdth what passionate 
spasms they shake you ! and with what infinite, 
caressing, penetrating tenderness they fill your heart 
for her whom you hold clasped in your arms in 
that adorable illusion that is so like reality ! 

“Ail this 1 felt with unforgettable violence. This 
woman was mine, so much mine that the pleasant 
warmth of her skin remained in my fingers, the odor 
of her skin, in my brain, the taste of lier kisses, on 
my lips, the sound of her voice lingered in my ears, 
the touch of her clasp still clung to me, and the 
burning charm of her tenderness still gratified my 
senses long after the delight but disillusion of my 
awakening. 

“And three times that night I had the same dream. 

“When the day dawned she haunted me, possessed 
me, filled my senses to such an extent that 1 was not 
one second without thinking of her. 

“At last, not knowing what to do, I dressed my- 
self and went to call on her. As I went upstairs to 
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her apartment, I was so overcome by emotion that 
I trembled, and m\ heart beat rapidly. 

entered apartment. She rose the moment 
she heard my name mentioned; and suddenly our 
eyes met in a peculiar fixed 
• sat down. I stammered out some common- 
places which she sc(‘med not to hoar. I did not know 
what to say or do. Then, abruptly, clasping my 
arms round her, my dream was lealized so sud- 
denly that 1 began to doubt whethei 1 was really 
awake. We were friends after for two years.” 

*'What conclusion do you draw from it?” said 
a voice. 

The story-tillcr seemed to hesitate, 

cop'^iiision 1 draw from it -well, by Jove, 
the conclusion that it was just a coincidence^ And 
then — who can tell? Pei haps it wa^ S(»me glance 
offers winch i had not notTcd and which came 
back that ivght to n»e tbrsmgh one of thos^* mys- 
terious and unconsMoiis rtcolhcliuri^ that often 
bring befrre u^ things ignoitd l>v our own con- 
sciousness, unperc<*ived b> our minds 

'Tall it whalcv< r you like,” said one of his table 
compani(;ns, w^hen the story wms finished; “hut if 
you don’t hcljcvc m magnetism after that, my dear 
you arc an ungrateful tellow!” 



A FATHER’S CONFESSION 

A ll Vc7icrs-lc-Rrt! el had followed the funeral 
procession of M. Badon-Leremmee to the 
grave, and the last words of the funeral ora- 
tion pronounced bv the delegate of the district re- 
mained m the minds of all; “He was an honest man, 
at least'” 

An honest man he had been in all the known acts 
of his life, in his words, m his examples, Ins attitude, 
his behavior, his enterprises, in the cut of his beard 
and the shape ot his hats He never had said a 
word that diil not set an example, nc\et had given 
an alms williout adding a word of adv'ce, never had 
extended his hand without appearing to beStow a 
benediction 

He left two children, a boy and a girl His son 
was counselor general, and his daughter, having 
marrud a lawvti, M. Poirel dc la Voultc, moved in 
the best societv of Vt^iers 
They win inconsolable at the death of their 
father, for tiny loved him sineerily 
As soon as the ccieiiionj was over, the son, 
daughter and sou m-law returned to the house of 
mourning, ami, shutting themselves in the library, 
they opened the will, the seals of which were to be 
broken by them alone and only after the cofBn had 
been placed in the ground This wish was expressed 
by a notice on the envelope. 



A FATHER'S CONFESSION 


M. Poirel de la Voultc tore open the envelope, in 
his character of a lawjer used to such operations, 
and having adjusted his spectacles, he read m a 
monotonous voice, made for reading the details of 
contracts 


My children my dear children I could not «!eep the eternal 
sleep in peace if 1 did net make to joii from the tomb a con- 
fession, the conie^^bion of a crime ntaor^.e f >r which ha'i rmned 
mv life Yes, 1 committed a crime a frightful aboArmble 
crime 

I was twenty SIX years old an 1 I had ju t hten cilhd to the 
bar in Pans, and was living: the lift of young men from the 
prownces who arc strai ded m this tfwn withe ul av.quaintances» 
relatues or friends 

I took a switthtait There 'irt btm^s who cann )t live alone 
I was cne of these S litude fill nt with ntinhl anguish, the 
Eohtudf of my roin btside inv hrt m tie tvtmiig I feel 
then as if 1 were ilom on eiith al »nt bit siu rounded by 
vague danger unkrown and ternbU things snd the pirtition 
that scpiratcs me fi ‘un m\ neighbor ueighb r whom 1 do 
not know keej s nu at as great a di Un c fr m him as the 
stars that 1 set thi nigh mv wmdoA \ s irt if fiver pervades 
me. a foer of impitoiue ml f feir md tit siltme cf the 
wars ternhes me I he silt net of i room whert one alone 

IS so intin t ind so mchnch’ilvl it is not only a sih nee of the 

rntnd when i jf Ij nittir crick® i shuddei goi through 

yo 1 ^fr yni ixpect no i i c ir th s nthnrh ly ' i de 

flow natiy timis ntivius md timid iron* th s motionltjS 
sde •-t T havt bfgnn to nlk t> wcrls without rhyme 

or reason, onS to nnkt some sound Mv v m e it those times 
sounds so srrangt tint I *tin -if ud of th’it t< c 1 thtre any- 
thing mon drc-idtul ♦h'ln talking to ont s stlf in an impty 
house? ('Inc’s viiet stand® like that of another an unknown 
voice +alkin;^ aim’esslv to no or ^ into the imply iir, with no 
ear to h tin to it foi tmi knr jvs bthic tht} tscipe into the 
siiituie of tlie rrom exactly whit w ids wi 1 be nttend And 
when they r sound lugubitdiisly in the si'ente tiny seem no 
mirc than m echo thf ptiuiir eiho cf wtidM whispired by 
one’s thought 

Mv swcithcart W’s a ymng girl hke olhtr y mng girls who 
live in Pans on wai*' s th t art in'-ufficunt to ketp Ihem She 
was gentle good ipli Her j ircnts Ined t i\iissv She 

went to spend sever il diy® with thim from time to time 
for a v*"ir 1 li*'td quietly with her fuMy iccided to leave 
her when I houhi find ®orae one whom 1 liked well enough 
to mirr> I would make a 1 le provision for this oni hr 
it IS an understood thing m on social sit that a woman’s love 
should be paid for, m money i she is poor in presents if she 

1 * rich - ,1 

But one day *'he told me she was enceinte T was thimder- 
strurk, and saw in a second that m> life would be ruinecL I 
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MW the fetter that I should wear until mv death, everywhere, 
in my future family life, m my old age, torever, the fetter oi 
a woman bound to my life through a child, the fetter of the 
child whom I must bring up, watch over, protect, while keeping 
myself unknown to him and keeping him hidden from the worlcT 
I was greatly disturbed this news and a confused longing, 
a criminal desire surged through my mind I did not for- 
mulate it, but I felt It in my heart, ready to come to the sur- 
face, as if some one hidden behind a portiere should await the 
aignal to come out If some accident might only happen I So 
many of these little beings die before they are born! 

Oh, 1 did not wish my sweetheart to du I fhe poor girl, I 
loved her very much! BIft I wished possibly, that the child 
might die before I saw it 

He was born I oct up housekeeping in my little bachelor 
apartment an imititun home with a horrible child He looked 
like all children, I did not cire for him I athc rs, sec do not 
show affection until hter llicy ha\e not the instinctive and 
passion*ite tenderness < f motl ers thtir affection has to be 
awakened gradually their mini must become attached by bonds 
formed each da> between beings that live n each others •'ociety 
A year passed T n iw avndtd my hjme wh^cb was too 
small, where soiled linen, bab) clothes and stockings the sire of 
gloves were lying round where a thousanr* articles of all de 
Bcni tions lay on the furnituic on the arm cl an cas> ch iir 
evrrywhcit I went cut chiefly thit I might not hear tht child 
cry for he cried rn the ^'lightest pretext when be wa^ tathed, 
when he was tjiuhed when h< was put tv' bed when he was 
taken up in the m iiung incessantly 
I had made a few acc^uiint inces and I mtt at a reception 
the woman who w is to be your moi^her I fell in love with 
her and bccime de irons to mirry her I lourled her 1 asked 
hti parents c n ent to < ur marriage and it was granted 
T tound mjself in tins dilemma T m ist either marry this 

young girl whom T ad red having a tlild aieadv or else tell 

th** truth and renounce her and happiness niv fntuie every 
thing for her j irents who were uecple of rigid principles, 

would net give her to me f thrv kritw 

I passed a month of horrible ingii^h rf m rial torture a 
month haunted by a thousand frightful thoughts and I felt 
developing in me a hatred toward mv son tiward that little 
fq^rscl of Ining screaming fle h who bl irked my path inter- 
rupted mv life mndernned me to an existence withrut hope, 
without all tho^^e vague expectations that m'^ke the charm of 
youth 

But jusi then m> companion’s mother became ill, and I wai 
left alont with the child 

It was in December and the weather was terribly cold 
What a night 1 My companion had just left I had dined alone 
m mv little dining room and I went gently into the room 
where the little one was asleep 
I bat down m in armchair before the f re ITie wind waa 
blowing, making the windows rattle, a dry, frosty wind, and 
I saw through the window the stars shining with that pierang 
brj^htnesa that they have on frosty nights 
Then the idea that had obsessed me for a month rooe agaia 
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to tne *!t3rfac^ As soon as I was quiet it came to me and 
harassed me It ate into my mmd like a fixed idea, just M 

cancers must cat into the flesh It was there, m my head, in 

my heart in my wh3»** body, it seemed to me, and it swal- 
lowed nre up as a wild beast might have J endcasored to 

drive il awtv, to repuKe it to optn my mind to other thoughts, 
as one ot ens a w ndow to the frtsh morning brtc/e to drive 
^ out the \itnted air but I could not diive ii from my brain, not 
even f r a scond I do not know how to expriss this tor- 
ture 1 1 gnawtd It my «oul and 1 fell a frightful pam, a real 
ph>sj('i] ill 1 1 ( jal [ in 

My hfe w is ruined 1 Ilow coul 1 1 t^cipc fr ni this situation? 
How tf uld I driw li^ck and hew rjuld I t nfess^ 

And I loved the rie who was to btc im y ir mother with m 
mad pasou n, which this insuiin >unt ib c obstacle only aggra- 
vated 

A ternbh rige wis taking p sst sun of nu di king me, a 
rage tint verted on nnlnessl Su*-^iy 1 wib i.ra*v that even ngl 
Ihe tbild sic i inj;, T get up in I 1 k(a at t as it 

slept It was tli abr^rXi m this nvn thi nothing that 

condcmntd «f t irrcnu ’table unhifpint 
He w s aMle^p his nouth rprn vMappt I in In bedclothes 
in a cril It k’ ni\ bed wnert I cc il 1 nrt slttp 
How did 1 t\er dj what 1 ’li'' He do J know^ What 
forc^ urged nc on** What ndcVilent r wtr took possesbion 
of me? O) ’ ’h< timffation li crime nit to me with >ut any 
for<gv irnnii, \1) J n-ctll is tint n v 1 c^rt beat tumultuously 
It beat so Inr I t’^at I < tilJ hear t as one heirs the trokes 

of a hamiptr bth rd a r irtiti n Thit is ill I can rtc t’l- the 

beating ci niy 1 e it In my heal then wis a strange con- 

fus m a I imi It a ense ts d«!>rder a :uk of presence ol 

mind Ir w i cn ot those h lurs (f bewilderment and hallu- 
cination whtn \ mu is neither rsnscuub :>{ In actions not 

able to gu dt 1 1 will 

I gently nust 1 the coverings from the boJy of the child, I 
turned tinm down to th'' foot of the crib, and he lay there 
uncevtred ind iiked 

He di 1 n t wikt Then I went toward the window, softly, 
quitt sfit’v ard 1 open d it 

A brt l^h of ic\ atr ghlcJ in bke an assissTjj it was so cold 
that I ditw iside and the two ^antics flitkert i I rtpiamed 
standing nr^ r hi window not daimg to tu n r und as f r 
fear of '■cfing wnat was going rn hebmcl me ind feeing the 
icy dir c< nt nuallj across my forehead in> checks, my hands, 
the deadly air which pt streammir in 1 stool there a long 
time 

I was not thinking I was not reflecting MI at dice a httle 
cough cau‘'cd me t 3 ehudder fnghlfuli> from head to foot, a 
shudder that 1 ficl still lo the oats rf my hair And with 
a franco movement 1 abruptly c led bisih ides rf the window 
and turning roun 1 ran ov<r to ♦hi- cnb 
He was 'till a^l ep his mouth optn quite i iked I touched 
his legs, they weie icy old and I covered them up 
My heart was suddenly touched, gnevfd filled with pitj^ 
ttnderne&Sv fo; this poor innocent being that 1 had wished 
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to kill. I kissed his fine, soft hair long and tenderly; then I 
went and sat down before the fire. 

I reflected with amazement, with horror on what I had done, 
asking myself whence cjjme those tempests of the soul in which 
a man loses all perspective of things, all command over him* 
self, and acts as in a condition of mad mtoxic'ition, not knowing 
whither he is going— hke a vessel in a hurncane 
The child coughed again, and it rave my heart i wrtfcch. 
Suppose it should diet 0 God I 0 God I What would become, 
of me? 

I rose from mv chair to go and look at him, and with a 
candle in my hand I leaned over him Seeing him breathing 
quietly I felt reassured, v/htu he coughtd a third time. It 
gave me such a shock that 1 started hackwird, just as one does 
at sight of something horrible, and let my candle fall 
As T stood erect after picking it up, T notiCvd that my tern* 
pies were bathed m pirspiration that cold it which is the 
result of anguish of soul And I remained until dnviignt bend- 
ing over my son, becommg calm when he ’‘cmained guiet for 
some time, and filled with atrocious pam when a veik cough 
came from hi^ mouth 

He awoke with his eyes red, his throat choked, and with an 
air of suffering 

When the woman came in to arrange mv ri on \ "ent her 
at once foi a doctor He came at the end of an hour, and saii 
after examining the child 
"Did he not catch cold?” 

I began to tremble like a person with paUy, and i falto'ed 
"No, I do not think so,” 

And then I said 

"What IS the matter? Is it *cnous?” 

"I do not know yet,” he replied ”I will come again this 
evening.” 

He came that evening My son had remained almost all 
wy m a condition of drowsiness, coughing from time to time. 
Dunng the night inflanimation of the lungs set in 
That lasted ten days I cannot expres-, wliat I suffered m 
those interminable hours that divide morning from night, night 
from morning 
He died 

And since*— since that moment, 1 have not parsed one 
hour, not a smgle hour, without the frightful burning recol' 
lection, a gnawing lecolleclion, a memory that seems to wring 
my heart, awaking in me like a savage beast impnsoned in the 
depths of m/ soul 
Oh! if I could have gone mad I 



M. Poirel de la Voulte raised his spectacles with 
a motion that was peculiar to him whenever he fin- 
ished reading a contract; and the three heirs of the 
defunct looked at one another without sptakmg, pale 
and motionless. 
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At the end of a minute the lawyer resumed; 

“That must be destroyed.” 

The other two bent their heads in sign of assent. 
He lighted a caudle, carefully separated the pages 
containing the damaging confession from those re- 
flating to the disposition of money, then he held them 
over the candle and threw them into the fireplace. 

And they watched the white sheets as they burned, 
till they were presently reduced to little crumbling 
black heaps. And as some words were still visible 
in while tracing, the daughter, with hltle strokes of 
the toe of her siioc, crushed the burning p..pcr, mix- 
ing it with the old ashes in the fin place 

Then all three stood there watching it for some 
time, as if they feared that the destroyed secret 
might escape from the fireplace 



A MOTHER OF MONSTERS, 

I RECALLED tlr's h-'rrible story, the events of 
which occurred long ago, and thw horrible 
woman, the other day at a fashionable seaside 
resort, where I saw on the beach a well-known 
young, elegant and charming Pansieime, adored and 
respected by everjone. 

I had been invited by a friend to pay him a visit 
in a little provincial town. He took me about in 
all directions to do the honors of the place, showed 
me noted scenes, chateaux, industries, rums. lie 

(t 

pointed out monuments, churches, old caivcl door- 
ways, enormous or distorted trees, llu* oak of St. 
Andrew, and the yew tree of Roqueboiso.* 

When 1 had exhausted my admiration and en- 
thusiasm over all the sights, my friend said with a 
distressed expression on his face, that there was 
nothing left to look at. 1 breathed freely. I would 
now be able to rest under the shade of the trees. 
But. all at once, he uttered an exclamation- 
“Oh, yes I We have the ‘Mother of Monsters’; 
I must take you to see her ” 

“Who is that, the ‘Mother of Monsters’?” I asked. 
“She is an abominable woman,” he replied, “a 
regular demon, a being who voluntarily brinscs into 
the world deformed, hideous, frightful children, 
monstrosities, in fact, and then sells them to show- 
men who exhibit such things. 
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“These exploiters of freaks come from time to time 
to find out if she has any fresh monstrosity, and if 
it meets with their approval they carry it away with 
them, paying the mother a compensation. 

“She has eleven of this description. She is rich. 

“You think I am joking, romancing, exaggciating. 
No, my friend; I am telling y(^u the tnitli, the ex- 
act truth, 

“Let us go and see this woman. Then I will tell 
you her history/’ 

lie took me into one of the suhur'^F. The 
woman lived in a pretty little house bv tlie side of 
the road, ft was attractive and well k^pL The 
garden was hll<.d with fragrant flovevs. One might 
have snppos(‘cl it to be the i evidence of a retired 

A maid ushered us into a sort of little country 
parlor, and the wretch apuoared. She was about 
forty She was a tail, big woman with hard fea- 
tures, hut w()l framed, vigr)ron^ and healthy, the 
truf typo of a robust jicasant woman, half animal, 
ani half \^0Illan 

Slie was auare of her reputation and received 
evervone with a humility that snacked of hatred. 

“What (hi the gentlemen wish^’' she asked. 

“'rh(w t(d! me tluit your last child is just like an 
ordinary child, thai he does not rcsomble hii> broth- 
ers at all/’ replied my fri'^nd. “ I wantc(l to be sure 
of that. Is it true?’’ 

She cast on us a malicious and furious look as 
she said : 

“Oh, no, oh, no, my poor sir! Tie is perhaps even 
uglier than the rest. I have no luck, no luck! 
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They are all like that, it h heartbreaking^ How 
can the good God be so hard on a poor woman who 
is all alone in the world, how can lie?” 

She spoke hurriedly, her eyes cast down, with 
a deprecating air as of a wild beast who is afraid.^ 
Her harsh voice became sof^ and it seemed strange 
to hear those tear/ul falset.o tones issuing from 
that big, bony frame, of unusual strength and with 
coarse outlines, which seemed fitted ioi violent 
action, and made to utter howls like a wolf. 

‘‘We should like to see your little one/’ said my 
friend. 

I fancied she colored up. I may have l>ccn de- 
ceived. After a few moments of silence, she said 
in a loudci tone: 

“What good will that do you?'* 

“Why (lo you not wish to show it to tis?" r^'pHed 
my friend. “ There arc many people to whfini you 
wull show it; you know wdiom 1 mean'* 

She gave a start, and resuming her r. itinal voice, 
and giving free play to her anger, she screamed. 

“Was that w^hy you came hero? To nisiilt me? 
Because my children are like animals, tdi me? You 
shall not see him, no, no, you shall not sec him! 
Go aw'ay, go away^ 1 do not know wdiy you all try 
to torment me like that.” 

She walked over toward us, her han(k on her hips. 
At the brutal lone of her voice, a sort of moaning, 
or rather a mewing, the lamentable cry of an idiot 
came from the adjoining room. ] shivered lo the 
marrow of my bones. Wc retreated before her. 

“Take care, Devil” (they called her the Devil), 
said my friend, “take care; some day you will get 
yourself into trouble through this.” 
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She began to tremble, beside herself with fury, 
shaking her fist and roaring: 

‘‘Be otf with you ’ What will get me into trouble? 
Be off with you, miscreants f** 

She was about to attack us, but we fled, saddened 
*at what we had seen. When we got outside, my 
friend said. 

“Well, you have seen her, wtiat do you think of 
her?“ 

“Tell me the story of this brute,’' I replied 

And this is what he toM me as we walked along 
the white high road, with ripe crops on either side 
of It which rippled like the sea in the light breeze 
that passed over them 


“f'his woman was one a servant on a farm. She 
was an honest girl, steady and economical. She was 
never knowm to have an admirer, and never sus- 
pected of any frailty. But she went astray, as so 
many do. 

“She «ioon found hersdf in trembk, and was tor- 
tured with fear and shame Wishing to conceal 
her misfortune, she bound her body tightly with a 
corset of her own invemfion, made of boards and 
cord The mere she developed, the more she bound 
herself with this in^^rument of torluic, suffering 
martyidoin, but bra\c in her sorrow, not allowing 
anyone to see, or suspect, anything She maimed 
the little unborn being, ciampn.g it with that fright- 
ful corset, and made a monstc^ of it. Its head was 
squeezed and elongated to a point, and its large 
eyes sevined popping out of its head Its limbs, 
exaggeratedly long, and twisted like the stalk of a 
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vine, terminated in fingers like the claws of a spider- 
Its trunk was tiny, and round as a nut, 

‘‘The child was born in an open field, and when 
the weeders saw it, they fled away, screaming, and 
the report spread that she had given birth to 
demon PYorn that time on, she was called ‘the 
Devil/ ^ 

“She was driven from the farm, and lived on 
chanty, under a cloud She brought up the monster, 
whom she hated with a savage hatred, and would 
have strangled, perhaps, it the priest had not 
threatened hei with arrest 
“One dci^ some Iravclling showmen heard about 
the frightful creature, and asked to see it so that »t 
it pleased them they mieht take it awav they were 
pleased, and counted out five hundred fiancs to the 
mother At tirst, she had lelu^^ed te) let lhem*‘^et 
thi' little animal, as she was adnmed but when 
she discovered it had a mone'y value, and tnat these 
people were anxiou to gft it, she began to li ig^le 
with them, raiding her price with all a peasant s 
persistence. 

“She made them draw up a paper, in which they 
promised to pii/ her four hundred Irancs a year be- 
sides, as thiJiigh they Iiad taUn this deformity into 
their employ 

“Incittd by tht greed of gain, she cimtmued to 
produce these phenomena, so as to have an assured 
income like a hourecoise 
“Some of them were long, some short, some like 
crabs — all bodies— others like lizards. Several died, 
and she was heartbroken 

“The law tried to interfere, but as they had no 
proof they let her continue to produce her freaks. 
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She has at this moment eleven alive, and they 
bring in, on an average, counting good and bad 
jears, from five to six thousand francs a year. One, 
alone, is not placed, the one she was unwilling to 
show us. But she will not keep it long, for she 
• is known to all the showmen in the world, who come 
from time to time to see if she has anything new. 

‘'She even gets bids from thi}>m when the monster 
IS valuable ” 

My frund wa« silent A profound disgust stirred 
my heart, and a feeling of rage, of i egret, to think 
that I had not strangled this brute when I had 
the opportunity. 


I had forgotten this story, when I saw on the 
bcgch of a fashionable resort the other day, an 
elegant, charming, dunty woman, surrounded by 
nun who jiaid her rc'-pect a will i- admiration. 

I was walking along the btach, aim in aim with 
a frund, the rcsidtnt physician. Ten minutes later, 
I «aw a nursemaid with three children, who were 
lolling in the sand A pair uf little crutches lay on 
the ground, and touched my ‘^ymj athy I then 
noticed that the^'e three children wt re all deformed, 
humpbacked, or crooked , and hideous 
'Those are the offspring of that charming woman 
you ^aw ]ust now, saiJ the doctor 
1 was filled with pity for her, as well as for them, 
and exclaimed 

“Oh, the poor mother ’ h w can she ever laugh 
“Do not pity her, my itiend. Pity the pfK)r 
children,’’ replied the doctor. “This is the conse- 
quence of preserving a slender figure up to the 
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last. These little deformities were made by the 
corset. She knows very well that she is risking her 
life at this game But what does she care, as long 
as she can be beautiful and have admireis'*’ 

And then I recalled that other woman, the peasant, 
the “Devil,” who sold her children, her monsters. 



AN UNCOMFORTABLE 
BED 


» 


O NF autumn I went to spwd the hunting sea- 
son with some friends in a chateau in 
Pirard). 

My friend' were fond of practical jokes, I do 
not care to know people who arc not. 

When I arrived, they gave me a princely recep- 
tion, which at once awakened suspicion in my mind. 
They fired off nllcs, emlnaced me, made much of me, 
as if they expected to have great fun at my expense. 
J,said to mvself 

“Look i/ut. old ferret! They have something in 
store for you.’’ 

During the dinner the mirth was excessive, ck- 
aggeiated, in (act. 1 thought: "Here are people 
who have more than their share of amusement, and 


apparently without reason. T. hey must have planned 
sonic good joke. Assuredly f am to he the victim 
of the joke Attention'” 

During the entire evening every one laughed in 
an exaggerated fashion. I scented a practical joke 
in the air, as a dog cents game. But what was it? 
I was watchful, restless. I did not let a word, or a 
meaning, or a gesture escape me. Every one seemed 
to me an object of suspicion and I even looked dis- 
trustfully at the faces of thv servants 
The hour struck for retiring, and the whole 
household came to escort me to my room. Why? 
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They called to me: “Good-night/' I entered the 
apartment, shut the door, and remained standing, 
without moving a single step, holding the wax candle 
in my hand. 

I heard laughter and whispering in the corridor. 
Without doubt they were spying on me. I cast a 
glance round the walls, the furniture, the ceiling, 
the hangings, the £l(ijr. I saw nothing to justify 
suspicion. I heard persons moving about outside 
my door, I had no doubt they were looking through 
the keyhole. 

An idea came into my head: “My candle may 
suddenly go out and leave me in darkness.*’ 

Then I wont across to the mantelpiece and 
lighted all the w^ax candles that were on tt. After 
that I cast another glance around me witliout dis- 
covering anything I advanced with short 
carefully examining the apartment. Nothing. I 
inspectod every article, one after the other. Still 
nothing. I went over to the window. The shutters, 
large wooden sliulters, were open, f shut them with 
great care, and then drew the curtains, enormous 
velvet curtains, and jdaced a chair in front of them, 
so as to have notliing to fear from outside. 

Then 1 cautiously sat down. The armchair was 
solid. I did not venture to get into the bed How- 
ever, the night wns a<lvancing; and I ended by com- 
ing to the conclusion that I was foolisJj. If they 
were spying on me, as I supposed, they must, while 
waiting for the success of the joke they had been 
preparing for me, have been laughing immoderately 
at ray terror. So I made up mv mind to go to bed. 
But the bed was particularly suspicious-lookmg. I 
pulled at the curtains. They seemed to be secure. 
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All the same, there danger. I was going per« 
haps to recuvL a cold shower both from ovcrlieaJ, 
or perlup’^, the moment I stretclud mvself out, to 
find mvsdf linking to the floor with my mattress. 

searched ni mv memory for all tht puictical jokes 
of which 1 evci 1 ad experience And I did not want 
to be cai^Jil Ah ^ ccrtainK nf>t ^ ccilaiiily not! 
Then I suddenly bethought nn'^vlf of a piccaiition 
which 1 couMckred insured safety 1 canj^M hold 
of the si(k of ihe nialtress gingcrl), and vciy slowly 
drew il toward me It camt awav, foil iwcd liy the 
shfct ami the icst the hedelothes I Ji igged all 
these ohiects into the vei> middle of iht room, fac* 
ing tin cull n c dom ] made r>n oed over agiiA 
as btsl 1 cold 1 At some distance finm suspeertd 
bedstead and the cornei which h»l fil'^cd int w ith 
suc^i aiiM^e then 1 extingiii hed <ill the candles, 
and, gi oping my way, 1 slipped under the lied^ 
clothes 

For at least another hour 1 reiiinncd awake, 
starting at the lightest sound Fvfr^ thing seemed 
quiet 111 the ch ittau I Icll asleep 

I must ha\e ban in a deep Metp for a long time, 
but all of a sudden I wa^ awaktiud with a start 
by the fill of a he aw hidy liiinblin^ n dit on top 
of ni) own, and, at the ^ame time I ni ei\ed on my 
face, on UiV neck, ^nd on my dust i borihu^ liquid 
which made me utt( r a howl Oi pain \iio a dread- 
ful noue, ^s if a sideboard laden with plates and 
dishes had fillcn down, almr-,t deafened me. 

I was snu tkfring beneato the w( ndil that was 
cruslung nn ml p^cventnig me fum moving. I 
stretclied out no hand to fiivl out what was the na^ 
ture of tins object I fell a fact, a nose, and wins- 
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kers. Then, with all my strength, I launched out a 
blow at this face. But I immediately received a hail 
of cuffings which made me jump straight out of the 
soaked sheets, and rush in my nightshirt into the 
corridor, the door of which I found open, ^ 

Oh, heavens! it was broad daylight. The noise 
brought my friend^ hurr)ing into my apartment, 
and we found, sprawling over my improvised bed, 
the dismayed valet, who, while bringing me my 
morning cup of tea, had tripped over this obstacle 
in the middle of the floor and fallen on his stomach, 
spilling my breakfast over my face in spite of him- 
self. 

The precautions I had taken in closing the shut- 
lers and going to sleep in the middle of the room 
bad only brought about the piacticdl joke I had 
been trying to avoid * 

Oh, how they all laughed that day ^ 


A 



A RECOLLECTION 

H OW many recollections yf youth come to me 
in the soft sunlight of early spring ! It was 
an age when all was pleasant, cheerful, 
charming, intoxicating. How exquisite are the re- 
membrances of those old springtimes! 

Do you recall, old friends and orothers, those 
happy years when life was nothing but a triumph 
and an occasion for mirth ? Do you recall the days 
of wanderings around Pans, our jolly poverty, our 
waljcs in the fresh, green woods, our drinks i.n the 
wine-shops on the banks of the Seine and our com- 
monplace and delightful little flirtations? 

I will tell you about one of these. It was twelve 
years ago and already appears to me so old, so old 
that It seems now as if it belonged to the other end 
ot life, before middle age, this dreadful middle age 
from which I suddenly perceived the end of the 
journey. 

1 was then iwenty-five I had ju=t come to Paris. 
I was in a government office, and Sundays were to 
me like unusual fc., ivai^, full of exubeiant happi- 
ness although nothing remarkable occuriod 
Now it IS Sunday tverv dav. but I regret the time 
when 1 had only one Sunday m the week. How en- 
joyable it was ' 1 had six tiancs to spend ! 

On this particular morning I awoke with that 
sense of freedom that all clerks know <o well — the 
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sense of emancipation, of rest, of quiet and of inde- 
pendence. 

I opened my window. The weather was charming. 
A blue sky full of sunlight and swallows spread 
above the town. 

I dressed quickly and set out, intending to spend 
the day in the wood^ breathing the air of the green 
trees, for I am originally a rustic, having been 
brought up amid the grass and the trees. 

Paris was astir and happy in the warmth and the 
light. The front of the houses was bathed in sun- 
light, the janilress' canaries were singing in their 
cages and there was an air of gayety in the streets, 
in the faces of the inhabitants, lighting them up 
with a smile as if all beings and all things experi- 
enced a secret satisfaction at the rising of the bril- 
liant sun. 

I walked towards the Seine to take the Swallow^ 
which would land me at Saint-Cloud. 

How I loved waiting for the boat on the wharf! 

It seemed to me that I was about to set out for 
the ends of the world, for new and wonderful lands. 
I saw the boat approaching yonder, yonder under 
the second bridge, looking quite small with its plume 
of smoke, then glowing larger and ever larger, as it 
drew near, until it looked to me like a mail steamer. 

It came up to the wharf and I went on board. 
People were there already in their Sunday clothes, 
startling toilettes, gaudy ribbons and bright scarlet 
designs. I took up a position in the bows, standing 
up and looking at the quays, the trees, the houses and 
the bridges disappearing behind us. And suddenly I 
perceived the great viaduct of Point du Jour which 
blocked the river. It was the end of Paris, the be- 
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finning ol the country, and behind the double row 
of arches the Seine, suddenly spreading out as though 
it had regained space and liberty, became all at once 
the peaceful river which flows through the plains, 
alongside the wooded hills, amid the meadows, along 
the edge of the forests. 

After passing between two islands the Swallow 
went round a curved verdant slope dotted with white 
houses. A voice called out; “Bas Meudon” and a 
little further on, “Sevres,” and still further, “Saint- 
Cloud.” 

I went on shore and walked hurriedly through the 
little town to the road leading to the wood. 

I had brought with me a map of the environs of 
Paris, so that I might not lose my way amid the 
paths which cross in every direction these little for- 
ests ^vhere Parisians take thiir outings 

As soon as I was unperccivcd I began to study 
my guide, which seemed to be perfectly clear. I 
was to turn to the right, then to the left, then again 
to the left and T should reach Versailles by evening 
in time for dinner. 

I walked slowly beneath the young leaves, drink- 
ing in the air, fragrant with the odor of >oung buds 
and sap. T sauntered along, forgetful of musty 
papers, of the offices, of my chief, in\ colleagues, 
my documents, and thinking of the good things that 
were sure to come to me, of all the veiled unknown 
contained in the future. A thousand recollections 
of childhood came over me, aw 'kened by these coun- 
try odors, and 1 walked along permeated with the 
fragrant, living enchantment the emotional enchant- 
ment of the woods warmed by the sun of June. 

At times 1 sat down to look at all sorts of little 
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flowers growing on a bank, with the names of which 
I was familiar. I recognized them all just as if they 
were the ones I had seen long ago in the country. 
They were yellow, red, violet, delicate, dainty, 
perched on long stems or close to the ground. In- 
sects of all colors and shapes, short, long, of peculiar 
form, frightful, and microscopic monsters, climbed 
quietly up the stalks of grass which bent beneath 
their weight. 

Then I went to sleep for some hours in a hollow 
and started off again, refreshed by my doze. 

In front of me lay an enchanting pathway and 
through its somewhat scanty foliage the sun poured 
down drops of light on the marguerites which grew 
there. It stretched out interminably, quiet and de- 
serted, save for an occasional big wasp, who would 
stop buzzing now and then to sip from a llowei, and 
then continue his way. 

All at once I perceived at the end of the path two 
persons, a man and a woman, coming towards me. 
Annoyed at being disturbed in my quiet walk, I was 
about to dive into the thicket, when I thought I 
heard someone calling me. The woman was, in fact, 
shaking her parasol, and the man, in his shirt 
sleeves, his coat over one arm, was waving the other 
as a signal of distress. 

I went towards them. They were walking hur- 
riedly, their faces very red, she with short, quick 
steps and he with long strides. They both looked 
annoyed and fatigued. 

The woman asked; 

“Can you tell me, monsieur, where we are? My 
fool of a husband made us lose our way, although he 
pretended he knew the country perfectly.” 
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I replied confidently: 

“Madame, you are going towards Saint-Cloud and 
turning your back on Versailles.” 

With a look of annoyed pity for her husband, she 
exclaimed ; 

* “What, we are turning our back on Versailles? 
Why, that is just where we want to dine!” 

“I am going there also, madanie ” 

“Mon Dicu, mon Dieu, mon Dieu she repeated, 
shrugging her shoulders, and in that tone of sover- 
eign contempt assumed by women to express their 
exasperation. 

She was quite young, pretty, a brunette with a 
slight shadow on her upper hp. 

As for him, he was perspiring and wiping his 
forehead. It was assuredly a littk Parisian hou.- 
gcoi# couple. The man seemed cast down, exhausted 
and distressed. 

“But, my dear friend, it was you ” he mur- 

mured. 

She did not alloiv him to finish his sentence. 

“It was I ' Ah, it iS my fault now > Was it I who 
wanted to go out without geinng any information, 
pretending that I knew how to find mv way ? Was 
it I who wanted to lake the road to the right on top 
of the hill, insisting that I recogni/cd the road? 
Was it I who undertook to take charge of Ca- 
chou ” 

She had not finished speaking when her husband, 
as if he had suddenly gone '•razy, gave a piercing 
scream, a long, wild cry that cOuId not be described 
in any language, but which sounded hki, tuituit. 

The young woman did not appear to be surprised 
or moved and resumed : 
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“No, really, some people are so stupid and 
pretend they know everything. Was it I who took 
the train to Dieppe last year instead of the train to 
Havre — tell me, was it I? Was it I who bet that 
M. Letourneur lived in Rue des Martyres? Was it 
I who would not believe that Celeste was a thief?’' 

She went on, furious with a surprising flow of 
language, accumuKlting the most varied, the most 
unexpected and the most overwhelming accusations 
drawn from the intimate relations of their daily life, 
reproaching licr husband for all his actions, all his 
ideas, all his habits, all his enterprises, all his efforts, 
for his life from the time of their marriage up to the 
present time. 

He strove to check her, to calm her and stam- 
mered : 

“But, my dear, it is useless — before monsieur.* W* 
are making out selves ridiculous. This does not ir- 
terest monsieur.” 

And he cast mournful glances into the thicket as 
though he sought to sound its peaceful and mysleii- 
ous depths, in order to flee thither, to escape and 
hide from all eyes, and from time to time he uttere 1 
a fresh scieatn. a prolonged and shrill “tiiituit.” [ 
took this to he a nervous affection. 

The young woman, suddenly turning towards me 
and changing her tone with singular rapidity, said. 

“If monsieur will kindly allow us, we will accom- 
pany him on the road, so as not to lose our way 
again, and be obliged, possibly, to sleep in the wood 

I bowed. She took my arm and began to taTf 
about a thousand things — about herself, her life, her 
famil)’, her business. They were glovers in the Riw 
Saint-Lazare. 
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Her husband walked beside her, casting’ wild 
jglances into the thick wood and screaming “tuituit” 
every few moments. 

• At last I inquired: 
j “Why do you scream like that ?" 

“I have lost my poor dog,” he replied in a tone of 
discouragement and despair. 

“How is that — ^you have lost j^ur dog?” 

“Yes. He was just a year old. He had never been 
outside the shop. I wanted to take him to have a 
run in the woods. He had ne /er seen the grass nor 
the leaves and he was almost wild. He beg..ti to run 
about and bark and he disappeared in the wood. I 
must also add that he was greatly afraid of the train. 
That may have driven him mad I kept on calling 
him, but he has not come back. He will die of huti- 
ger<in there.” 

Without turning towards her husband, the young 
woman said: 

“If you had left his chain on, it would not have 
happened. When people are as .stupid as you are 
they do not keep a dog.” 

“But, my dear, it was you ” he murmured 

timidly. 

She stopped short, and looking into his eyes as if 
she were going to tear them out, she began again to 
cast in his face innumerable reproaches. 

It was growing >..drk. The cloud of vapor that 
covers the country at dusk was slowly rising and 
there was a poetry in the air, mduced by the peculiar 
and enclianting freslmess of tue atmosphere that one 
feels in the woods at nightfall. 

Suddenly the young man stopped, and feeling his 
body feverishly, exclaimed: 
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"Oh, I think that I ” 

She looked at him. 

“Well, what?” 

“I did not notice that I had my coat on my arm.” 

"Well?” 

“I have lost my pocketbook — my money was in it’* 

She shook with ange’’ and choked with indigna- 
tion. t 

“That was all tliat was lacking. How stupid you 
are ! how stupid you are ! Is it possible that I could 
have married such an idiot! Well, go and look for 
it, and see that jou find it. I am going on to Ver- 
sailles with monsieur. I do not want to sleep in the 
wood.” 

“Yes, my dear,” he replied gently. “Where shall 
I find you?” 

A restaurant had been recommended to me, I 
gave him the address. 

He turned back and, stooping down as he searched 
the ground with anxious eyes, he moved away, 
screaming "tintuit” every few moments. 

We could see him for some time until the growing 
darkness concealed all but his outline, but we heard 
his mourntul “tuituit,” shriller and shriller as the 
night gew darker 

As for me I stepped along quickly and happily 
in the soft twilight, with this little unknown woman 
leaning on my arm I tried to say pretty things to 
her, but could think of nothing. 1 remained silent, 
disturbed, enchanted 

Our path was suddenly crossed by a high road. 
To the right I perceived a town lying in a valley. 

What was this place? A man was passing. I 
asked him. He replied: 
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•‘Bougival.” 

I was dumfounded. 

“What, Bougival? Are you sure?" 

“Parbleu, I belong there’” 

* The little woman burst into an idiotic laugh. 

• I proposed that we should take a carriage and 
drive to Versailles. She replied: 

“No, indeed. This is very fu^ny and 1 am very 
hungry. I am really quite calm. My husband will 
find his way all right. It is a treat to me *'0 be rid 
of him tor a few hours " 

We went into a restaurant beside the v’ater and 
I ventured to ask for a private compartment. We 
had some supper. She sang, drank champagne, com- 
mitted all sorts of folhe‘. . . 

That was my first serious flirtation. 



OUR LETTERS 

E ight hours ^ of railway travel induce sleep 
for some persons and insomnia for others 
With me, any journey prevents my sleeping 
on the following night. 

At about five o’clock I arrived at the estate of 
Abelle, which belongs to my friends, the Murets 
d’Artus, to spend three weeks there. It is a pretty 
house, built by one of their grandfathers in the 
style of the latter half of the last century. There- 
fore it has that intimate character of dwellings that 
have always been inhabited, furnished and enlivened 
by the same people. Nothing changes; nothing al- 
ters the soul of the dwelling, from which the fur- 
niture has never been taken out, the tapestries never 
unnailed, thus becoming worn out, faded, discolored, 
on the same walls. None of the old furniture leaves 
the place; only from time to time it is moved a 
little to make room for a new piece, which enters 
there like a new-born infant m the midst of brothers 
and sisters. 

The house is on a hill in the center of a park 
which slopes down to the river, where there is a 
little stone bridge. Beyond the water the fields 
stretch out in the distance, and here one can see the 
cows wandering around, pasturing on the moist 
grass; their eyes seem full of the dew, mist and 
freshness of the pasture. I love this dwelling, just 
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as one loves a thing which one ardently desires to 
possess. I return here every autumn with infinite 
delight; I leave with regret. 

I After I had dined with this friendly family, by 
(Whom I was received like a relative, I asked my 
friend, Paul Muret; “Which room did you give 
me this year?” 

“Aunt Rose’s room.” 

An hour later, followed by her three children, 
two little girls and a boy, Madame Muret d’Artus 
installed me in Aunt Rose’s room, where I had not 
yet slept. 

When I was alone I examined the walls, the fur- 
niture, the general aspect of the room, in order to 
attune my mind to it. I knew it but little, as I had 
entered it only once or twice, and I looked indiffer- 
ently at a pastel portrait of Aunt Rose, who gave 
her name to the rooui. 

This old Auni Rose, with her curls, looking at 
me fiom behind the gla'^s. made very little impres- 
sion on my mind. She looked to me like a woman 
of former days, with principles and precepts as 
strong on the maxims of mor-ility as on cooking 
recipes, one of these old aunts who are the bugbear 
of gayety and the stern and wrinkled angel of pro- 
vincial families. 

T never bad he«,d her spoken of; I knew noth- 
ing of her life or of her death. Did she belong to 
this century or to the preceding one? TIad she left 
this earth after a calm or a stormy existence? Had 
she given up to heaven the pure soul c 1 an old maid, 
the calm soul of a spouse, the tender one of a 
mother, or one moved by love? What difference did 
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it make? The name alone, “Aunt Rose,” seemed 
ridiculous, common, ugly. 

I picked up si candle and looked at her severe 
face, hanging far up in an old gilt frame. Then,, 
as I found it insignificant, disagreeable, even un- 
sympathetic, I began to examine the furniture. It ’ 
dated from the period cf Louis XVI., the Revolu- 
tion and the Directorate. Not a chair, not a cur- 
tain had entered this room since then, and it gave 
out the subtle odor of memories, which is the com- 
bined odor of wood, cloth, chairs, hangings, pe- 
culiar to places wherein have lived hearts that have 
loved and suffered. 

I retired but did not sleep. After I had tossed 
about for an hour or two, I decided to get up and 
write some letters. 

I opened a little mahogany desk with brass triin- 
mings, which was placed between the two windows, 
in hope of finding some ink and paper; but all I 
found was a quill-pen, very much worn,^and chewed 
at the end. I was about to close this piece of furni- 
ture, when a shining spot attracted my attention: 
it looked like the yellow head of a nail. I scratched 
it with my finger, and it seemed to move. I seized 
it between two finger-nails, and pulled as hard as I 
could It came toward me gently. It was a long 
gold pin which had been slipped into a hole in the 
wood and remained hidden there. 

Why? I immediately thought that it must have 
served to work some spring which hid a secret, and 
I looked. It took a long time. After about two 
hours of investigation, I discovered another hole 
opposite the first one, but at the bottom of a groove. 
Into this 1 stuck my pin: a little shelf sprang to- 
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ward my face, and I saw two packages of yellow 
letters, tied a blue ribbon. 

I read them. Here are two of them : 

* So you wish me to return to yon your letters, my dearest 
friend Here they are, but it pains me to obey Of what arc 
’ you afraid? That I might lose them’ B it the> arc under lock 
and key Do you fear that they might be stolen? I guard 
against that for thev are my dearest treasure 

Yes, It puns me deeply I wendered whether perhaps, you 
might not be feeling some regret’ Nit regret at having loved 
me, for I know that you still do but the regret of having ex 
pressed on white piptr this living love in hours when your heart 
did not confide m mt but in the pen that yc u it Id m your 
hand Whtn we love we have netd of confession need of talk 
mg or wnting, and we either talk or write Words fly away, 
Iho'^e swttt words made of music nr md tenderne s warm and 
light, which t scape is scon as they are uHered which remain 
in the memory alone but which one can neither see, touch 
nor kiss as one can lo with the werds written by your hand 
Your letters’ x am returning them to yon! But with what 

sorrow 1 

Undoubtedly, you must have had an after though^ of delicate 
shame at expre^ ton that are inefTiccihle In your sensitive 
ar|^ timid soul viu mu t have regretted having written Jo a man 
that YOU loved him You remembered sentences Ih it called up 
recollecticns and >< u said to yourself ‘T will mike ashes of 
those words ’ 

Be satisfied be calm Here arc your letters I love you 
MY FRTl Nl^ 

No, you have not underotood mt you hive not guessed I 
do not regret and 1 ne^'Ci shall, ih t 1 t Id >ou of my affection 
1 will always write to v )u but v u must return my letters to 
me as soon is 3^11 havt read the i 

1 shall hock vou mv friend when 1 tMl vou tht reason for 
thi demand It is net p e^ic as you imajs ntd bu‘ practical 
1 am afraid net )f you but of some mi ilarie T am guilty 
1 do TK t vvi h nn fault ti affect others thin inv^'clf 

Undcrsl nl me wtll \ou and 1 ma> lx th dt You might 
fall off y ur 1> isc ince yo 1 ride evtiy div jcu might die 
from a siid Itn atia ’ frnr a dud from hrrt disease from a 
cariMge ic idmt in i thousind ways fer if thitc is only one 
death thtrt ir( rn re ways of it> reading u tlian there aie 
days for u*^ to live 

Then vour sist rs your breth'’^ rr your ister in law might 
find my lelttrs* Do you think Jt Ihcv 1 :)M nu I doubt it 
And then even it they adored m is it pos'iiblt for two women 
and one man to i now a secret— such a s< ere an 1 not t( tell 

J seem to be ivmg very disagrees) Je thiug-^ speaking first 
of your death, vnd then «'uspcetHig the discreetne&s of your 
relatives 
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Bat don't all of us die sooncar or later? And it is almost 
eertam that one of us will precede the other under the ground. 
We mu ‘it therefore foresee all dangers, even that one 
As for me, I will keep your letters beside mine, in the secret 
of my little desk I will show them to you there, sleeping side 
by side m their silken hiding place, full of our love, like lovers 
in a tomb » 

You will to me "But if you should die first, my dear, 
your husband will tind these letters ” 

Oh! I feir nothing First of all, he does not know the secret 
of my desk ind tli^^ri he will not look for it And even if he 
finds It after my death, I feai nothing 
Did you t\er stop tof-dhink of all the love letters that have 
been found after deUh^ T have been thinking of this for a long 
time and that is the reason I decided to ask you for my letters 
Thinlv that nt\tr do you understand, never does i woman 
burn, tear or destroy the letters in whicn it is told her that she 
IS lovtd That is our whole life, our whole hope, t.xpLCtation 
and dream ITic t little papers which bear our name in caress* 
ing terms are relies which we adoit they are chapels n which 
we aie the ainls Our lo\e letters are our titles beauty, 
grace seduction the intimate vanity of our womanhood they 
are the treasures of our heart No, a womm docs not destroy 
these sfcret and klicious archives of her lite 
But likt eversbody else, wc die, and then— then these letters 
are found i Who lind> them^ The husband Fhen what docs 
he do^ Nothing Dc burns them 
Oh, I ha^e thought a great deal about that* Just think that 
every day women arc dying who have been loved every day 
the tracts and proofs of their fault fall into the hands of Iheir 
husbands and thit tlure is never a scandal never a duel 
Think mv d ar of whit a man’s heart is He avenges himself 
on a living woman ht tights with the man who his dishonored 
her, kills him while she lives because wdl why^ I do not 
know exactU whv But if after her death, he finds similar 
proofs he burns thnn and no one is the wi tr, and h< continues 
to shake hands with tl e fnend of the dead wo nin and feels quite 
at case tint ihtsc Utters should not have fallen into strange 
hands and Ihit thev are destroyed 
Oh how man> men I know among my friends who must have 
burned such proofs and who pretend tj know nothing and yet 
who would have fought madly hid thev found them when she 
was still alive* But ^he is dead Honoi has changed The 
tomb IS the bfunliu oi conjugal sinning 
Ihertforc I can s*fely keep our letteis, which in your hands, 
would be a menace to both of us. Do you dare to say that 
1 am not light ^ 

I love you and kiss you ROSE 

I raised my eyes to the portrait of Aunt Rose, 
and as I looked at her severe, wrinkled face, I 
tftonght ot all those women’s souls which we do not 
know, and which we suppose to be so different from 
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what they really are, whose inborn and ingenuous 
craftiness we never can penetrate, their quiet duplic- 
ity; and a verse of De Vigny returned to my 
•memory: 

"Always this comrade whose heart is uncertain.” 



THE LOVE OF LONG AGO' 


T he old-fashioned chateau was built on a 
wooded knoll in the midst of tall trees with 
dark-green foliage; the park extended to a 
great distance, in one direction to the edge of the 
forest, in another to the distant country. A few 
yards from the front of the house was a huge stone 
basin with marble ladies taking a bath ; other basins 
were seen at intervals down to the foot of the slope, 
and a stream of water fell in cascades from one 
basin to another. , 

From the manor house, which preserved the grace 
of a superannuated coquette, down to the grottos 
incrusted with shell-work, where slumbered the loves 
of a bygone age, everything in this antique demesne 
had retained the physiognomy of former days. 
Everything seemed to speak still of ancient customs, 
of the manners of long ago, of former gallantries, 
and of the elegant trivialities so dear to our grand- 
mothers. 

In a parlor in the style of Louis XV, whose walls 
were covered with shepherds paying court to shep- 
herdesses, beautiful ladies in hoop-skirts, and gal- 
lant gentlemen in wigs, a very old woman, who 
seemed dead as soon as she ceased to move, was 
almost lying down in a large easy-chair, at each side 
of which hung a thin, mummy-like hand. 

Her dim eyes were gazing dreamily toward the 
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distant horizon as if they sought to follow through 
the park the visions of her youth. Through the 
open window every now and then came a breath of 
air laden with the odor of grass and the perfume of 
flowers. It made her white locks flutter around her 
wrinkled forehead and old memories float through 
her brain. 

Beside her, on a tapestried ^tool, a young girl, 
with long fair hair hanging in braids down her 
back, was embroidering an altar-cloth. There was 
a pensive expression in hei e>es. and it was easy 
to see that she was dreaming, while her agile lingers 
flew over her work. 

But the old lady turned round her head, and said: 

‘^Berthe, read me something cut of the news- 
papers, that I may still know sometimes what is 
g^'ng on in the world."' 

The young girl took up a newspaper, and cast a 
rapid glance over it. 

“There is a great deal about politics, grand- 
mamma; shall 1 pass that over?” 

“Yes, yes, darling. Arc there no love stories? 
Is gallantry, then, dead in France, that they no 
longer talk about abductions or adventures as they 
did formerly?” 

The girl made a long sicarch through the columns 
of the newspaper 

“Here is one/ die oaid. “It is entitled ‘A Love 
Drama!’" 

The old woman smiled through her wrinkles. 
“Read that for me," she saJ. 

And Berthe commenced. It was a case of vitriol 
throwing. A wife, in order to avenge herself on 
her husband's mistress, had burned her face and 

2 



THE LOVE OP LONG AGO 

eyes. She had left the Court of Assizes acquitted, 
declared to be innocent, amid the applause of the 
crowd. 

The grandmother moved about excitedly in her 
chair, and exclaimed: * 

^‘This is horrible — why, it is perfectly horrible! ♦ 
See whether you can find anything else to read to 
me, darling/" ^ 

Berthe again made a search; and farther down 
among the reports of criminal cases, she read: 

“ ‘Gloomy Drama. A shop girl, no longer young, 
allowed herself to be led astray by a young man. 
Then, to avenge herself on her lover, whose heart 
proved fickle, she shot him with a revolver. The 
unhappy man is maimed for life. The jury, all 
men of moral character, condoning the illicit love 
of the murderess, honorably acquitted her." ** ^ 

This time the old grandmother appeared quite 
shocked, and, in a trembling voice, she said . 

“Why. you people are mad nowadays. You are 
mad* The good God has given you love, the only 
enchantment in life. Man has added to this gal- 
lantry the only distraction of our dull hours, and 
here you aie mixing up with it vitriol and revolvers, 
as if one were to put mud into a flagon of Spanish 
wine.'" 

Berthe did not seem to understand her grand- 
mother's indignation. 

“But, grandmamma, this woman avenged herself. 
Remember she was married, and her husband de- 
ceived her." 

The grandmother gave a start. 

“What ideas have they been filling your head with, 
vou young girls of to-day?" 

3 



THE LOVE OF LONG AGO 


Berthe replied: 

“But marriage is sacred, grandmamma.” 

The grandmother’s heart, which had its birth in 
t«e great age of gallantry, gave a sudden leap. 

‘Tt is love that is sacred/’ she said. “Listen, 
child, to an old woman who has seen three genera- 
tions, and who has had a long, long experience of 
men and w^omcn. Marriage and love have nothing 
in common. We marry to found a family, and we 
form families in order to constitute society. So- 
ciety cannot di^ipense with inainagc. If society is 
a chain, each family is a link in that chain. In 
order to weld those links, we alwajs seek metals of 
the same order. When we marrv, we must bring 
together suitable conditions; we must combine for- 
tunes, unite similar races and aim at the common 
interest, which ib riches and children We^ marry 
only once, my child, because the world requires us 
to do so, hut we may love ^wenty times in one life- 
time because nature has made us like this Mar- 
riage, you see, is law, and love is an instinct which 
impels us, sometimes along a straight, and some- 
times along a devious path. The world has made 
laws to combat our instincts — it was necessary to 
make them; but our instincts are alw^ays stronger, 
and we ought not to resist them too much, because 
they come from God; while the laws only come from 
Men, If we did i, t pci fume hfe with love, as much 
love as possible, darling, as we put sugar into drugs 
for children, nobody would care to take it just as 
it is.” 

Berthe opened her eyes wide in ast( nishment. She 
murmured ; 

“Oh ! grandmamma, we can only love once.” 
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The grandmother raised her trenAiing hands 
toward Heaven, as if again to invoke the defunct 
god of gallantries. She exclaimed indigmantly ; 

‘'You have become a race of serfs, a race of 
common people. Since the Revolution, it is impos- 
sible any longer to recognize society. You have at- 
tached big words to every action, and wearisome 
duties to every corner oi existence; you believe in 
equality and eternal passion. People have written 
poetry telling you that people have died of love. In 
tay time poetry was written to teach men to love 
C'^ery woman. And we! when we liked a gentle- 
man, my child, we sent him a page. And when a 
fresh caprice came into our hearts, we were not 
slow in getting rid of the last lover — unless we kept 
both of them.” 

The old woman smiled a keen and a glejm 
of roguery twinkled in her gray eye, the intellec- 
tual, skeptical roguery of those people who did not 
believe that they were made of the same clay as 
the rest, and who lived as masters for whom com- 
mon beliefs were not intended 

The young turning very pale, faltered out: 

"So, then, women have no honor?" 

The grandmother ceased to smile Tf she had 
kept m her soul some of Voltaire's irony, she had 
als(* a little of Jean Jacques's glowing pliilosophy: 
"No honoi f 1)( cause we loved, and darul to say so, 
and even boasted of it^ But, my child, if one of us, 
among the greatest ladies in France, had lived with- 
out a lover, she would have had the entire court 
laughing at her 1 hose who wished to live differ- 
ently had only to uiter a con\ent And you im- 
agine, jierhaps, that your husbands will love but 

5 



THE LOVE OF LONG AGO 

you alcyne, all their lives. As if, indeed, this could 
be the case* T tell you that marriage is a thing 
necessary in order that society should exist, but 
it is not in the nature of our race, do you under- 
stand? There is only one good thing in life, and 
that is love. And how you misunderstand it! how 
you spoil it^ You treat it as 'something solemn like 
a sacrament, or something toiibe bought, like a 
dress.” 

The young girl caught the old woman’s trembling 
hands in her own. 

**Hold your tongue, I beg of you, grandmamma 

And, on her knees, with tears m her eyes, she 
prayed to Heaven to bestow on her a great passion, 
one sole, eternal passion in accordance with the 
dream of modern poets, while the grandmother, 
kiting her on the forehead, quite imbued sthl with 
that cliarming, healthy reason with which gallant 
philosophers tinctured the thought of the eighteenth 
century, murmured: 

‘‘Take care, my poor darling^ [f you believe in 
such folly as that, you will be \ery unhappy.” 





FRIEND JOSEPH 

f 

T hey had been great friends all winter in 
Paris. As is always the case, they had losl 
sight of each other after leaving school, anti 
had met again when they were old and gray-haired 
One of them had married, but the other had re 
mained in single blessedness. 

M. de Meroul lived for six months in Paris anft 
for six months in his little chateau at Toiirbeville, 
Having married the daughter of a neighborAig 
squire, he had lived a good and peaceful hte in the 
indolence of a man who has nothing to do. Of a 
calm and quiet disposition, and not over-intelligent 
he used to spend his time quietly regretting the past, 
grieving over the customs and institutions of the 
day and continually repeating to his wife, who would 
lift her eyes, and sometimes her hands, to heaven, 
as a sign of energetic assent: “Good gracious! 
What a government'” 

Madame de Meroul resembled her husband in* 
tellectually as though she had been his sister. She 
knew, by tradition, that one should above all re 
spcct the Pope and the King! 

And she loved and respected them from the bot- 
tom of her heart, without knowing them, with iii 
poetic fervor, with an hereditary devotion, with the 
tenderness of a well-bom woman. She was good to 
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.lie marrow of her bones. She had had no chil- 
dien, and nev< r ceased mourning the fact. 

On meeting his old friend, Joseph Mouradour, 
.at a ball, M. de Meroul was filled with a deep and 
simple joy, for in their youth they had been inti- 
mate friends. 

After the first exclamations of surprise at the 
changes which time had wrought»in their bodies and 
countenances, they told each other about their lives 
since they had l.'isl met. 

Joseph Mouradour, who was from the south of 
France, had become a goverrimenr official. His 
manner was fiank; he spoke rapidly and without re- 
straint, givi g his opinions wilhoul any tact. He 
was a Republican, one of those good fellows who 
do not believe in standing on ceremony, and who 
extrciee an almost brutal fttedom of .speech. 

He caiiK' lO his friend’s house and was imme- 
diately liked foi his ea.'y cordiality, in spile of his 
radical idisis. iMadaine de Aferoul would exclaim: 
“What a shame! Such a cliarming man!” 

Monsieur f'e Meroul w'ould say to his friend in 
a serious and confidential tone of voice ; “You hav< 
no idea the harm that you arc doing jour country.* 
He loved liini all the same, for nothing is stronger 
than the ties of childhood taken up again at a riper 
age, Joseiih Aloiiiadonr haniered the wile and the 
husband, call'ug uicm “niy amiable .snails,” and 
sometimes he w'ouid solemnly declaim against pet pie 
who were behind the tituc‘ against old prejudices 
and traditions. 

When he wa once started on his d^.Jnocratic elo- 
quence, the couple, somewhat ill at case, would keep 
silent from politeness and good-breeding; then the 
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husband would try to 4urn the conversation into 
some other channel in order to avoid a clash. Joseph 
Mouradour was only seen in the intimacy of the 
family. I 

Summer came. The Merouls had no greater 
pleasure than to receive their friends at their coun- 
try home at Tourbevi Je. It was a good, healthy 
pleasure, the enjo^^ments of good people and of 
country proprietors. They would meet their friends 
at the neighboring railroad station and would bring 
them back in their carriage, always on the lockout 
for compliments on the country, on its natural 
features, on the condition of the roads, on the clean- 
liness of the farm-houses, on the size of the cattle 
grazing in the fields, on everything within sight. 

They would call attention to the remarkable speed 
with which thtir horse trotted, surpiising fonan 
animal that did heavy work part of the ^ car behind 
a plow; and they would anxiously await the opin- 
ion of the newcomer on their family domain, sen- 
sitive to the least word, and thankful for the slight- 
est good intention. 

Joseph Mouradour w’as invited, and he accepted 
the invitaiion. 

Husband and wife had come to the train, de- 
lighted to welcome him to their home As soon as 
he saw them, Joseph Mouradour jumped from the 
train with a briskness which increased their satis- 
faction. He shook their hands, congratulated them, 
overwhelmed them with compliments. 

All the way home he was charming, remarking 
on the height of the trees, the goodnes-. of the crops 
and the speed of the horse. 

When he stepped on the porch of the house, Mon* 
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sieur de Meroul said, with a certain friendly solem- 
nity: 

“Consider yourself at home now.” 

Joseph Mouradour answered: 

“Thanks, my friend; I expected as much. Any- 
how, I never stand on ceremony with my friends. 
That’s how I understand hospitality.” 

Then he went upstairs to dress as a farmer, he 
said, and he came back all togged out in blue linen, 
with a little straw hat and yellow shoes, a regular 
Parisian dressed for an outing. He also seemed to 
become more vulgar, more jovial, more familiar; 
having put on with his country clothes a free and 
easy manner which he judged suitable to the sur- 
roundings. His new manners shocked Monsieur 
and Madame de Meroul a little, for they always re- 
mained serious and dignified, even in the country, 
as though compelled by the two letters preceding 
their name to keep up a certain formality even in 
the closest intimacy. 

After lunch they all went out to visit the farms, 
and the Parisian astounded the respectful peasants 
by his tone of comradeship 

In the evening the priest came to dinner, an old, 
fat priest, accustomed to dining there on Sunday.s, 
but who had been especially invited this day in 
honor of the new raesr. 

Joseph, on «eeing him, made a wry face. Then 
he observed him with sui prise, as though he were a 
creature of some peculiar rr -e, which he had never 
been able to observe at clos * quarters. During the 
meal he told some rather free stories, allowable in 
the intimacy of the family, but which seemed to the 
Merouls a little out of place in the presence of a 
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minister of the Church. He did not say, “Monsieur 
I'abbe,” but simply, “Monsieur.” He embarrassed 
the priest greatly by philosophical discussions about 
diverse superstitions current all over the world. Hei 
said: “Your God, monsieur, is of those who shouldt 
be respected, but also one of those who should be 
discussed. Mine is called Reason; he has always 
been the enemy of yours.” 

The Merouls, distressed, tried to turn the trend 
of the conversation. The priest left very early. 

Then the husband .said, very quietly: 

“Perhaps you went a little bit too far with the 
priest.” 

But Joseph immediately exclaimed: 

“Well, that’s pretty good' As if 1 would be on 
my guard W’lth a shaveling ' And sa\ . do me <the 
pleasure of not imposing him on me any more at 
meals. You can both make use of him as much as 
you Wish, but don’t serve him up to youi friends, 
hang it!” 

“But, my friends, think of his holy ” 

Joseph Mouradour interrupted him: 

“Yes, 1 know; they have to be treated like 
‘rosieres.’ But let them respect my convictions, and 
I will respect theirs 

That was all for that day. 

As soon as Madame de Aleroul entered the par 
lor, the next morning, she noticed in the middle of 
the table three newspapers which made her start: 
the Vollain, the Republique-Fran(;atse and the Jus- 
tice. Immediately Joseph Mouradour, still in blue, 
appeared on the threshold, attentively reading tbr 
Intranstgeant. He cried: 
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"There’s a great article in this 1^ Rochefort 
That fellow is a wonder 

He read it aloud, emphasizing the parts which 
especiallj pleased him, so earned away by enthu- 
eiasm that he did not notice his friend’s entrance. 
*Monsicur de Meroul was holding in his hand the 
Gau'ots for himself, the Clarion for his wife. 

The fitly prose of the master writer who over- 
threw the empire, spouted with* vioh nee, sung in 
the southern accent, rang throughout the peaceful 
parsons seemed to spatter the walls and century- 
old furniture with a hail of bold, ironical and de- 
structive words. 

The man an<l the woman, one standing, the other 
sitting, were ! stening with astonishment, so shocked 
that they could not move 
In a burst of eloquence Mouradour finished the 
last paragraph, then exclaimed triumphantly . 

"Well' that's pretty stronp"’ 

Then, suddenly, he noticed the two sheets which 
his friend was carrying, and he, in turn, stood 
speechless irom surprise Quickly walking toward 
him he demanded angrily • 

"What are jou doing with tnose papeis?’’ 
Monsieur de Meroul answered hesitatingly: 

“Why — tliosc — those are my papers 
“Your papers' What arc you doing— making 
fun of me? You v '1 do me the pleasure of reading 
mine, they will limber up your ideas, and as for 
your^there' fhats what I do with them” 

And before his astonishte host could stop him, 
he had seized the two newsp pers and thrown them 
out of the window. Then he solemnly handed the 
Justice to Madame dc Meroul, the Voltaire to her 
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husband, while he sank down into an arm-chair to 
finish reading the Intransigeani. 

The couple, through delicacy, made a pretense of 
reading a little, they then handed him back the Re- 
publican sheets, which they handled gingerly, as 
though they might be poisoned. * 

He laughed and declaied: 

**One week of this regime and I will have you 
converted to my ideas/^ 

In truth, at the end of a week he ruled the house. 
He had closed the door against the priest, whom 
Madame de Meroul had to visit secretK ; Ic had 
forbidden the Gaulois and the Clarion to be brought 
into the house, so that a servant had to go mys- 
teriously to the post-office to gel thtin, and as soon 
as he entered they would be hidden under sofa cush- 
ions; he arranged everything to smt biniself--dl- 
ways clurniiiig, always good-nalund, a jovial and 
all-powerful tv rant. 

Other friends were expected, piors and conserva- 
tive friends. I he unhappy couple saw tlie impos- 
sibility of having them there then, and not knowing 
what to do 0?)'- evening they announced to Joseph 
Mouradour that they would be obliged to absent 
themselves for a few days, on buslne^^, and they 
begged him to stay on alone. He did not appear 
disturbed, and answered 

''Very well, I don't mind* I wdl wait here as 
long as you wish I have alreadv said that there 
should be no formality betw^een friends You are 
perfectly right- go aliead and attend to your busi- 
ness It will not offend me in the least; quite the 
contrary, it will make me feel much moic completely 
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one of the family. Go ahead, my friends, I will 
wait for you*’’ 

Monsieur and Madame de Meroul left the follow- 
ing day. 

He is still waiting for them. 



THE EFFEMINATES 


H OW often we hear people say, “He is charm- 
ing, that man, but he is a girl, a regular 
girl." They are alluding to the effeminates, 
the bane of our land 

For we are all girl-like men in France — that is, 
fickle, fanciful, innocently treacherous, without con- 
sistency in our convictions or our will, \iolent and 
weak as women are 

But the most irritating of girl-mcn is assuredly 
the Parisian and the boulevardier, in whom the ap- 
pearance of intelligence is more marked and who 
combines in himself all the attractions and all the 
faults of those charming creatures m an exag- 
gerated degree in virtue of his masculine tempera- 
ment. 

Our Chamber of Deputies is full of girl-men. 
They form the greater number of the amiable oppor- 
tunists w'hom one might call "The Charmers.” 
These are they who control by soft words and de- 
ceitful promises, who know how to shake hands in 
such a manner as to win hearts, how to say “My 
dear friend" in a certain tactful way to people he 
knows the least, to change his mind without sus- 
pecting it, to be carried away by each new idea, 
to be sincere in their weathercock convictions, to 
let themselves be deceived as they deceive others, 
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to forget the next morning what he affirmed the day 
before. 

The newspapers are full of these effeminate men. 
I'hat is probably where one finds the most, but it is 
^Iso where they are most needed. The Journal des 
Debats and the Gazette de France are exceptions. 

Assuredly, every good journalist must be some- 
what effeminate— that is, at the,*command of the 
public, supple in following unconsciously the shades 
of public opinion, wavering and \arymg, sceptical 
and credulous, wicked and devout, a braggart and a 
tiue man, enthusiastic and ironical, and always con- 
vinced while believing in nothing. 

Foreigners, our anti-types, as Mine. Abel called 
them, the stubborn English and the heavy Germans, 
regard us with a certain amazcnicnt mingled with 
cori^enipt, and will continue to so regard us till the 
end of time. They consider us frivolous. Jt is not 
that, it is that we are girls. And that is why people 
love us in spite of our faults, why they come back 
to us despite the evil spoken of us, these are lovers’ 
quarrels ! . 

The effeminate man, as one meets him in this 
world, is so charming that he captivates you after 
five minutes’ chat. Ifis smile seems made for you; 
one cannot believe that his voice does not assume 
specially tender into* ations on their account. When 
he leaves you it seems as if one had known him for 
twenty years. One is quite ready to lend him 
money if he asks for it. He 1 ts enchanted you, like 
a woman. 

If he commits any breach of manners towards 
you, you cannot bear any malice, he is so pleasant 
when you next meet him. If he asks your pardon 
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you long to ask pardon of him. Docs he tell lies? 
You cannot believe it. Does he put you off indefi- 
nitely with promises that he does not keep? One 
lays as much store by his promises as though he had 
moved heaven and earth to render them a service. 

When he admires anything he goes into such 
raptures that he convinces you. He once adored 
Victor Hugo, whom he now treats as a back num- 
ber. He would have fought for Zola, whom he has 
abandoned for Barbey and d'Aurcvilly. And when 
he admires, he permits no limitation, he would slap 
your face for a word. But when he becomes scorn- 
ful, his contempt is unbounded and allows of no 
protest. 

In fact, he understands nothing. 

Listen to two girls talking. o 

‘Then you are angry with Julia?*' dapped her 
face." “What had she done?' “Slie laid Pauline 
that I had no money thirteen months out of twelve, 
and Pauline told Gontran — you undtr^^tand " “You 
were living together in the Rue ^ lan/cl?*' “We 
lived together f(3ur years in th<^ Rue Bieda; we 
quarrclkd about a pair of stockin^rs that she said I 
had worn — it wasn't true — silk stockings that she 
had bought at Mother Martin's Then I gave her 
a pounding and she left me at once 1 met her six 
months ago and she asked me to come and live with 
her, as she has rented a flat that is twice too large." 

One goes on one's way and hears no- more But 
on the following Sunday as one is on the way to 
Saint Germain two young women get into the same 
railway carnage. One recognizes one of them at 
once, It is Julia's enemy. The other is— Julia t 
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And there are endearments, caresses, plans. “Say, 
Julia— listen, Julia,” etc. 

The girl-man has his friendships of this kind. 
For three months he cannot bear to leave his old 
Jack, his dear Jack. There is no one but Jack in 
the wbrid. lie is the only one who has any intel- 
ligence, any sense, any talent. He alone amounts to 
anything in Paris, One meets thej;n everywhere to- 
gether, they dine together, walk about in company, 
and every evening walk home with each other back 
and forth without being able lo part with one an- 
other. 

Three months later, if Jack is mentioned: 

"There is a drinker, a sorry fellow, a scoundrel 
for you. 1 know him well, you may be sure And 
he is not even honest, and ill-breJ,” etc., etc. 

Three months later, and they are living together. 

But one morning one hears that they have fought 
a duel, then embraced each other, amid tears, on the 
duelling ground. 

Just now they are the dearest friends in the 
world, furious with each other half the year, abus- 
ing and loving each other by turns, squeezing each 
other’s hands till they almost crush the bones, and 
ready to run each other thtough the body for a mis- 
understanding. 

For the relations <‘f th^sc effeminate men are un- 
certain. Their temper is by fits and starts, their 
delight unexpected, their affection turn-about-face, 
their enthusiasm subject to hpsc. One day they 
love you, the next day they w'l hardly look at you 
for they have in tact a girl’s nature, a girl’s chaim, 
a girl’s temperament, and all theii sentiments are 
like the affections of girls. 
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They treat their friends as women treat their pet 
dogs. 

It is the dear little Toutou whom they hug, feed 
with sugar, allow to sleep on the pillow, but whom 
they would be just as likely to throw out of a wini 
dow in a moment of impatience, whom they turn 
round like a sling, ho'Jding it by the tail, squeeze 
in their arms till /hey almost strangle it, and plunge, 
without any reason, in a pail of cold water. 

Then, what a strange thing it is when one of these 
beings falls in love with a real girl ’ He beats her, 
she scratches him, they execrate each other, cannot 
bear the sight of each other and yet cannot part, 
linked together bv no one knows what mysterious 
psychic bond*' She deceives him, he knows it. sobs 
and for^^ves her Tie despises and adores her with- 
out seeing that she would be justified in despfaing 
him. They are both atrociously unhapi)\^ and yet 
cannot separate. They cast invectives, reproaches 
and abominable accusations at each otlur frohi 
morning till night, and when they have rc.ichcd the 
climax and are vibiating with rage and hatred, they 
fall into each other's arms and kiss each other ar- 
dently. 

The girl-nian is brave and a coward at the same 
time. He has, more than another, the exalted sen- 
timent of honor, but is lacking in the sense of sim 
pie honesty, and, circumstances favoring him, would 
defalcate and commit infamies which do not trouble 
his conscience, tor he obeys without questioning 
the oscillations of his ideas, which are always im- 
pulsive. 

To him it seems permissible and almost right to 
cheat a haberdasher. He considers it honorable 
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not to pay his dobts, unless they are gambling debts 
— that is, somewint shady. He dupes people when- 
ever the laws ot society admit of his doing so. 
When he is short of money he borrows in all ways, 
not always being scrupulous as to tricking the 
finders, but he would, with sincere indignation, run 
his sword through anyone who should suspect him 
ot only lacking in politeness. 



OLD AMABLE 

tART I 

T he humid, gray sky seemed to weigh down on 
the vast brown plain. The odor of autumn, 
the sad odor of bare, moist lands, of fallen 
leaves, of dead grass made the stagnant evening air 
more thick and heavy. The peasants were still at 
work, scattered through the fields, waiting for the 
stroke of the Angelus to call them back to the farm- 
houses, whose thatched roofs were visible here’ and 
there through the branches of the leafless trees which 
protected the apple-gardens against the wind. 

At the side of the road, on a heap of clothes, a 
very small boy seated with his legs apart was playing 
w'ith a potato, which he now and then let fall on his 
dress, whilst five women were bending down plant- 
ing slips of colza in the adjoining plain. With a 
slow, continuous movement, all along the mounds of 
earth which the plough had just turned up, they 
drove in slurp w'ooden stakes and in the hole thus 
formed placed the plant, already a little withered, 
which sank on one side ; then they patted down the 
earth and went on with their work. 

A man who was passing, with a whip in his hand, 
and wearing wooden shoes, stopped near the child, 
took it up and kissed it. Then one of the women 
rose up and came across to him. She was a big, red- 
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haired girl, with large hips, waist and shoulders, a 
tall Norman ^man, with yellow hair in which there 
was a blood-red tint. 

She said in a resolute voice : 

^‘Why, here you are, Cesaire — well 
The man, a thin young fellow with a melancholy 
air, mui mured 

“Well, nothing at all— always the same thing/* 
“He won't have it?" * 

“He won't have it " 

“What cite you going to do?" 

“What do >011 say 1 ought to do?" 

“Go sec the cure/* 

“I will " 

“Go at once «" 

“1 will " 

And they stared at each other He hold the 
child in his ainu all the tune He kissed it once 
more and then put U down agcun on the woman'^ 
clothes 

In the dist incc between two farmhouses, could 
be Sven a plough drawn by ^ horse and driven by a 
man. They moved on \en gently, the horse, the 
plough and tin lahoni, in the dim cvtning twilight. 
The woraaii vvcnl on 
“What di<l your falliu say 
“H( said he w( ^ M not have it" 

“Wh\ vvoiildn t ne have it?’ 

The young nian pointed towaid the < hild whom 
he had just pui hack on \ ^ ground, tlun with a 
glance he drew litr altenti n to tlu man drawing 
the plough ponder there 
And he said * mphatically 
“Because ’ti , hib— this rhiM of yours ” 
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The girl shrugged her shoulders and in an angry 
tone said: 

“Faith, every one knows it well — that it is Vic- 
tor's. And what about it after all? I made a slip. 
Am I the only woman that did? My mother also* 
made a slip before me, and then yours did the same* 
before she married youi dad 1 Who is it that hasn’t 
made a slip in the country ? I made a slip with Vic- 
tor because he took advantage of me while I was 
asleep in the barn, it’s true, and afterward it hap- 
pened between us when I wasn’t asleep. I certainly 
would have married him if he weren’t a servant 
man. Am I a worse woman for that ?” 

The man said simply : 

“As for me, T like you just as you are, with or 
without the child. It’s only my father that opposes 
me All the same, I’ll see about settling the busi- 
ness.’’ 

She answered • 

“Go to the cure at once.’’ 

‘ I’m going to him." 

And lie set forth with his heavy peasant’s tread, 
while the girl, with her hands on her hips, turned 
round to plant her colza. 

In fact, the man who thus went off, Ccsaire Houl- 
Lreque, the son of deaf old Amable Houlbrcque, 
wanted to marry, in spite of his father, Celeste Le- 
vesque, who had a child by Victor l.ecoq, a mere 
laborer on her parents’ farm, who had been turned 
out of doors for this act. 

The hierarchy of caste, however, does not exist 
in the country, and if the laborer is thrifty, he be- 
comes, by taking a farm in his turn, the equal of his 
former master. 
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So Ce?aire Houlbieque went off, his whip under 
his arm, brooding' over his own thoughts and lifting 
up one after the other his heavy wooden shoes 
^daubed with clay. Certainly he desired to marry 
Celeste Levesque, He wanted her with her child 
because she was the wife he wanted. He could not 
say why, but he knew it, he was sure ot it. He had 
only to look at her to be convincec^of it. to feel quite 
queer, quite stirred up, simply stupid with happiness. 
He even found a plea^^urc in kissing the little boy, 
Victor’s little t)oy, because ne belonged to her. 

And he gized, without hate, the distant out- 
line of the man who was driving his plough along 
the horizon 

But old \niab!e did not want this marriage. He 
opposed it with the obstinacy of a deaf man, with a 
violent obstinacy. 

Cesaire in vain shouted in his car, in that ear 
which snll heard a kw sounds: 

'‘FII take gnnci uire of you, daddy. I tell you she's 
a good girl and strong, too, and also thrifty/' 

The old man repeated: 

"As long as I live I won’t see her your wife." 

And nothing could get the better of him, nothing 
could make him waver. One hope only was left to 
Cesaire. Old Amahle was afraid of the cure through 
the apprehension of death which he felt drawing 
nigh, he had not much fear of God, nor of the 
Devil, nor of Hell, nor of Purgatory, of which he 
had no conception, but he dreaded the priest, who 
represented to him burial, as one might fear the 
doctors through horror of diseases. For the last 
eight days Celeste, who knew this weakness of the 
Ud man, had been urging Cesaire to go and find the 
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cur^, but Cesaire always hesitated, because he had 
not much liking for the black robe, which repre* 
sented to him hands always stretched out for collec- 
tions or for blessed bread. , 

However, he had made up his mind, and he pro-, 
ceeded toward the presbytery, thinking in what man- 
ner he would speak abou< his case. 

The Abbe Rafl^n, a lively little priest, thin and 
never shaved, was awaiting his dinner-hour while 
warming his feet at his kitchen fire. 

As soon as he saw the peasant entering he asked, 
merely turning his head: 

“Well, Cesaire, what do you want?” 

“I’d like to have a talk with you, M. le Cure.” 

The man rem, lined standing, intimidated, holding 
his cap in one hand and his whip in the other. 

“Well, talk.” *' 

Cesaire looked at the housekeeper, an old woman 
who dragged her feet while putting on the co\er tor 
her master’s dinner at the corner of the table in front 
of the window. 

He stammered: 

“’Tis — ’tis a sort of confession.” 

Thereupon the Abbe Ralfin carefully sur' c. •’<1 Lis 
peasant. He saw his confused coun^ui.iiu i.i air 
of constraint, his wandering ey^’s. and he or- 
ders to the housekeeper in these words : 

“Marie, go away for five minutes to your :c m, 
while I talk to Cesaire.” 

The servant cast on the man an angr) and 

went away gnimhling. 

The clergyman went on : 

"Come, now, tell your story.” 

The young fellow still hesitated, looked down at 
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his wooden shoes, moved about his cap, then, all of 
a sudden, he made up his mind; 

“Here it is : I want to marry Celeste Levesque.” 

“Well, my boy, what’s there to prevent you?’ 

“The father won’t have it.” 

“Your father?” 

“Yes, my father.” 

“What does your father say?” 

“He says she has a child.” 

“She’s not the first to whom that happened, since 
our Mother Eve.” 

“A child by Victor Lecoq, Anthirae Loisel's ser- 
vant man.” 

“Ha ! ha ! So he won’t have itr 

“He won’t have it.” 

“What! not at all?” 

“No, no more than an ass that won’t budge an 
inch, savins’ your presence.” 

“Whal do you say to him yourself in order to 
make him decide?” 

“I say to him that she’s a good girl, and strong, 
too, and thrifty also.” 

“And this does not make him agree to it So you 
want me to speak to him ?” 

“Exactly. You speak to him.” 

“And what am I to tell your father?” 

“Why, what yu. tell people in your sermons to 
make them give you sous.” 

In the peasant’s mind every effort of religion con- 
sisted in loosening the purse strings, in emptying the 
pockets of men in order to fill the heavenly coficr. 
It was a kind of huge commercial establishment, of 
which the cures were the clerks, sly, crafty clerks, 
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sharp as any one must be who does business for the 
good God at the expense of the country people. 

He knew full well that the priests rendered ser- 
vices, great services to the poorest, to the sick and 
dying, that they assisted, consoled, counselled, sus-' 
tained, but all this by means of money, in exchange* 
for white pieces, for beautif 1 glittering coins, with 
which they paid for sacraments and masses, advice 
and protection, pat don of sins and indulgences, pur- 
gatory and paradise according to the yearly income 
and the generosity of the sinner. 

The Abbe Raffin, who knew his man and who 
never lost his temper, burst out laughing, 

“Well, yes. I’ll tell your father my little story; but 
you, my lad, you’ll come to church.” 

Houlbreque extended his hand in order to give a 
solemn assurance: «> 

“On the word of a poor man, if you do this for me, 

I promise that I will.’’ 

“Come, that's all right When do you wish me to 
go and find your father?” 

“Why, the sooner the better — to-night, if you can.” 

“In half an hour, then, after supper.” 

“In half a*i hour.” 

“That’s understood. So long, my lad.” 

“Good-by till we meet again. Monsieur le Cur€; 
many thanks.” 

“Not at all, my lad.” 

And Cesaire Houlbreque returned home, his heart 
relieved of a great weight. 

He held on lease a little farm, quite small, for they 
were not rich, his father and he. Alone with a fe- 
male servant, a little girl of fifteen, who made the 
soup, looked after the fowls, milked the cows and 
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churned the butter, they lived frugally^ though 
Cesaire was a good cultivator. But they did not 
possess either sufficient lands or sufficient cattle to 
earn more than the indispensable. 

The old man no longer worked. Sad, like ab deaf 
people, crippled with pains, bent double, twisted, he 
went through the fields leaning on his stick, watching 
the animals and the men with a hard, distrustful eye. 
Sometimes he sat down on the si(fe of the road and 
remained there without moving for houri,, vaguely 
pondering over the things that had engrossed his 
wdiole life, the price of eggs and corn, the sun and 
the rain which spoil the crops or make them grow. 
And, worn out with rheumatism, his old limbs still 
drank in the Ininiidity of the soul, as they had drunk 
in for the past sixty years, the moisture of the walls 
oWiis low bouse thatch.ed with damp straw. 

He came bark at the close of the day, took his 
place at the end of tin. table in the kitchen and when 
the earthen bowl containing tlie soup had been placed 
before him he i)laced round it his crooked fingers, 
which seemed to ha\e kept the round form of the 
bowl and, winter and summer, he warmed his hands, 
before commencing to tat, so as to lose nothing, not 
even a iiarticle of the heat that came from the fire, 
which costs a great deal, neither one drop of soup 
into which fat and salt have to be put, nor one mor- 
sel of bread, whicn conies from the wheat. 

Then he climbed up a ladder into a loft, where he 
had his straw-bed, while h/'. son slept below stairs 
at the end of a kind of nich*^ near the chimneypicce 
and the servant shut herself up in a kind ot cellar, a 
black hole which was formerly used to store the pota* 
toes. 
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C^saire an9 tus father scarcely ever talked to eadi 
other. From time to time only, vrhen there was a 
question of selling a crop or buying a calf, the young 
man would ask his father’s advice, and, making y 
speaking-trumpet of his two hands, he would bawl 
out his views into his ear, and old Amable either 
approved of them or opposed them in a slow, hollow 
voice that came fiom the depths of his stomach. 

So one evening Cesaire, approaching him as if 
about to discuss the purchase of a horse or a heifer, 
communicated to him at the top of his voice his in- 
tention to marry Celeste Levesque. 

Then the father got angry. Why? On the score 
of morality? No, certainly. The virtue of a girl is 
of slight importance in the country. But his avarice, 
his deep, fierce instinct for saving, revolted at ‘.he 
idea that his son should bring up a child which he 
had not begotten himself. He had thought suddenly, 
in one second, of the soup the little fellow would 
swallow before becoming useful on the farm. He 
had calculated all the pounds of bread, all the pints 
of cider that this brat would consume up to his four- 
teenth year, and a mad anger broke loose from him 
against Cesaire, who had not bestowed a thought on 
all this. 

He replied in an unusually strong voice: 

“Have you lost your senses?” 

Thereupon Cesaire began to enumerate his rea- 
sons, to speak about Celeste’s good qualities, to 
prove that she w'ould be worth a thousand times 
what tlie child would cost. But the old man doubted 
these adiantages. while he could have no doubts as 
to the child’s ‘‘xistence, and he replied with em- 
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phatic repetition, without giving any further ex- 
planation : 

“I will not h ive it ! I will not have it ! As long 
as I live, this won’t be done!” 

And at this point they had remained for the last 
three months, without one or the other giving in, 
resuming at least once a week the same discussion, 
with the same arguments, the same words, the same 
gestures and the same fruitlessness. 

It was then that Celeste had advised Cesaire to 
go and ask for the cure’s assistance. 

On arriving home the peasant found his father 
already seated at table, for he came late through his 
visit to the presbytery. 

They dined in silence, face to face, ate a little 
bread and butter after the soup and drank a glass of 
cMer. Then they remained mntionleiS their 
chairs, with scarcely a glimmer of light, the little 
servant girl having carried off the* candle in order 
to wash the spoons, wipe the glasses and cut the 
crusts of bread to be ready for next morning’s 
breakfast. 

There was a knock at the door, which was imme- 
diately opened, and the priest appeared. Tlio old 
man raised toward him an anxious eye lull of sus- 
picion, and, fore'^eeing danger, he retting ready 
to climb up his ladder when the Ahhe RalTin laid his 
hand on his she 'der and shouted close to his 
temple : 

‘T want to have a talk with you, Father Amable.” 

Cesaire had disappeared, iking advantage of the 
door being open. He did not want to listen, for he 
was afraid and did not want his hopes to crumble 
slowly wiih each obstinate refusal of his father. He 
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preferred to learn the truth at once, good or bad, 
later on; and he went out into the night. It was a 
moonless, starless night, one of those misty nights 
when the air seems thick with humidity. A vague 
odor of apples floated through the farmyard, foi it' 
was the season when the earliest applies were gath- 
ered, the “early ripe,*’ as they are called in the cider 
country. As Cesaire passed along by the cattle- 
sheds the warm Smell of living beasts asleep on 
manure was exhaled through the narrow windows, 
and he heard the stamping of the hon^es, who were 
standing at the end of the stable, and the sound of 
their jaws tearing and munching the hay on the 
racks. 

He went straight ahead, thinking about Celeste. 
7n this simple nature, whose ideas were scarcely 
more than images generated directly by objeclo, 
thoughts of love only formulated themselves by call- 
ing up before the mind the picture of a big red- 
haired girl standing in a hollow road and laughing, 
with her hands on her hips. 

It was thus he saw her on the day when he first 
took a fancy for her. He had, however, known her 
from infancy but never had he been so struck by 
her as on that morning. They had slopped to talk 
for a few minutes and then he went away, and as he 
walked along he kept repeating: 

“Faith, she’s a fine girl, all the same. ’Tis a pity 
she made a slip with Vicloi.” 

Till evening he kept thinking of her and also on 
the following morning. 

When he saw her again he felt something tickling 
the end of his throat, as if a cock’s feather had been 
drivtin through his mouth into his chest, and since 
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then, every time he found himself near her, he was 
astonished at this nervous tickling which always 
commenced ag lin. 

In three months he made up his mind to marry 
her, so much did she please him. He could not have 
said whence came this power over him, but he ex- 
plained it in these words : 

“T am possessed by her,” as if the desire for this 
girl within him were as dominating as one of the 
powers of bell. He scarcely bothered himself about 
her cransgrossion. It was a p?ty, but, after all, it 
did her no liann, and he boie no grudge aeaind Vic- 
tor Lecoq. 

But if the cure should not succeecd what was he 
to do? lie did not dare to think of it. tlie anxiety 
was sucli a torture to him, 

•He reached tlie presbytery and seatui himself near 
the litth' galev\av to wa^t for the priest’s return 

He was there perhaps half an hour when he i^eard 
steps on tlie road, and aitiiuugh the niglit was very 
dark, he pre.^entiy distinguished the stil) darker 
shadow of the casi^ock. 

He rose up, his legs giving way under him, not 
even venturing to speak, not daring to ask a ques- 
tion. 

The clergyman perceived him and said gaily: 

“Well, ni} lad, ifs all right/^ 

Cesaire staniiiK d; 

“All right, ’tisn’t po.3sible.” 

“Yes, my lad. l)ut not without trouble. What an 
old ass your father ib !'* 

The peasant repeated: 

“ 'Tisn’t posable 1” 

“Why, yes. Lome and look me up to-morrow at 
12 
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Aiidday in order to settle about the publication of 
the banns.” 

The young man seized the cure’s hand. He 
pressed it, shook it, bruised it as he stammered: 

“True — ^true — true, Monsieur le Cure, on the word , 
of an honest man, you’ll see me to-morrow— at your 
sermon.” 


PART II 

The wedding took place in the middle of Decem- 
ber, It was simple, the bridal pair not being rich. 
Cesaire, attired in new clothes, was ready since 
eight o’clock in the morning to go and fetch his 
betrothed and bring her to the major’s office, but it 
was too earlj He seated himself before the kitchtn 
tal)le and waited for the members of the family and 
the friends wlio were to accompany him 
For the last eight days it had been snowing, and 
the brown earth, the earth already fertilized by the 
autumn sowing had become a dead white, sleeping 
under a great sheet of icc 
It was cold in the thatched houses adorned with 
white caps, and ihe round afiples in the trees of the 
enclosures ‘'Ctnicd to be flowering, covered with 
white as they had been in the pleasant month of 
their blossoming 

This day llic big clouds to the north, the big great 
snow clouds, liad disappeared and the blue sky 
showed itself above the white earth on which the 
rising sun cast silvery reflections 

Cesairc looked straight before him through the 
window, thinking of nothing, quite happy, 
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llie door opened, two women entered, peasant 
women in their Sunday clothes, the aunt and the 
cousin of the bridegroom; then three men^ his 
cousins; Ihen a woman who was a neighbor. They 
sat down on chairs and remained, motionless and 
silent, the women on one side of the kitchen, the 
men on the otlicr. suddenly seized with timidity, with 
that embarrassed sadness wdiich takes possession of 
people assembled for a coremcftiy. One of the 
cousins soon asked : 

‘Ts it not tlie hour?"' 

Cesaire replied: 

‘‘I am mucli afraid it is.” 

‘'Come on! Let us start.” said another. 

Those rost up. Then Cesaire, whom a feeling of 
uneasiness had taken possession of. climbed up the 
** ladder of the loft to see whether his father was 
ready. The old man, always as a rule an early riser, 
hod not yet inadt* hi.s appearance. FI is son found 
him on his lied of straw, wrapped up in his blanket, 
with his eyes open and a malicious gleam in them. 

He bawled into his ear: “Come, daddy, get up. 
It’s time for the wedding.” 

The deaf man murmured in a doleful tone: 

“I can’t get np. I have a sort of chill over me 
that freezes my hack. I can^t stir,” 

The young man. dumbfounded, stared at him^ 
guessing that this ’ is dodge, 

“Come, daddy; you nmst make an effort.” 

“I can’t do it.” 

“Look here ! Tdl help you 
And he stoo])cd toward the old man, pulled off his 
blanket, cauglU him by the arm and lifted him up. 
But old Amable began to whine: 
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'‘Ooh ! ooh ! ooh I What suffering ! Ooh ! I 
My back is stiffened up. The cold wind must have 
rushed in through this cursed roof.*' 

“Well, you'll get no dinner, as Fm having a spread 
at Polyte's inn. This will teach you what comes of’^ 
acting mulishly/' 

And he hurried down the ladder and started out, 
accompanied by his relati*#*s and guests. 

The men had tifrned up the bo^^onis of their trou- 
sers so as not to get them wet in the snow. The 
women held up their petticoats and showed their 
lean ankles with ^ray woollen stockings and their 
bony shanks resembling broomsticks. And they all 
moved forward with a swinging gait, one behind the 
other, without uttering a word, moving cautiously, 
for fear of losing the road wliich was hidden beneath 
the flat, uniform, uninternipted stretch of snow. * 

As they approached the farmhouses they saw one 
or tw-o persons waiting to join them, and the proces- 
fion went on without stopping and wound its way 
forward, following the invisible outlines of the road, 
so that it resembled a living chaplet of black beads 
undulating through the white countryside. 

In front of the bride's door a large group was 
stamping up and down the open space awaiting the 
bridegroom. When he appeared they gave him a 
loud greeting, and presently Celeste came forth from 
her room, clad in a blue dress, her shoulders covered 
with a small red shawl and her head adorned with 
orange flowers. 

But every one asked C&aire : 

“Where's your father?" 

He replied with embarrassment: 

“He couldn't move on account of the pains." 
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And the farmers tossed their heads with a sly, iTh 
credulous air. 

They directtu their steps toward the mayor’s office. 
Behind tlie pair about to be wedded a peasant woman 
carried Vidor’s child, as if it were going to be bap- 
tized; and Ihe men, in pairs now, with arms linked, 
walkf'd tiiroiigh the snow witb the movements of a 
sloop a; sea, 

Afier having been united by the mayor in the 
little nninicipnl house the pair were made one by 
the cure, in his turn, in the modest hou£e of God. 
He bles^.ed their union by promisin;^ them fruitful- 
ness, then he preached to them on the matrimonial 
virtue&, the simple and healthful virtues of the 
^ountry, work, concord and fidelity, while the child, 
\#io was cold, began to fret ])ehind the bride. 

As soon as the couple reappeared on the threshold 
of the church shots were discharged from the ditch 
of the cermiery. Only the Panel? of the guns could 
be seen whence came forth rapid jets of smoke; then 
a head could be seen gazing at the procession. It 
was Victor Lcoq celebrating the marriage of his 
old sweetheart, wishing her happinc'^s and sending 
her his gocxl wishes wdlh explosions of powder. He 
had cmjjloyed some friends of his, five or six labor- 
ing men. ti)r these salvos of musketry. It was con- 
sidered a nice attc' "ion 

The rej)ast was given in Polyte Cacheprune’s inn. 
Twenty covers were laid in the great hall where 
people dined on market daya and the hig leg of mut* 
ton turning before the spit, 1 le fowls browned under 
their own gravy, the chitterlings sputtering over the 
bright, clear fire filled the house with a thick odor of 
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live coal sprinkled with fat— the powerful, heavy 
odor of rustic fare. 

They sat down to table at midday and the soup 
was poured at once into the plates. All faces had 
already brightened up ; mouths opened to utter loud 
jokes and eyes were laughing with knowing winks. 
They were going to amuse themselves and no mis- 
take. 

The door opened, and old Amable appeared. He 
seemed in a bad humor and his face wore a scowl as 
he dragged himself forward on his sticks, whining at 
every step to indicate his suffering As soon as they 
saw him they stopped talking, but suddenly his neigh- 
bor, Daddy Mahvoirc, a big joker, who knew all the 
little tricks and ways of people, began to ><.11, just 
as Cesaire used to do, by making a spe.iking-trumpet 
of his hands. ' 

“Hallo, my cute old boy, you have a good nose on 
you to be able to smell Polyte’s cookciy from your 
own house!” 

A roar of laughter burst forth from the thinats of 
those present. Malivoire, excited by hio success, 
went on ; 

"There’s nothing for the rheumatics like a chit- 
terling poultice! It keeps your belly warm, along 
with a glass of thrce-six !” 

The men uttcied shouts, banged the lab'e with 
their fists, loiighod, bending on one side and ran mg 
up their bodies again as if they were working a 
pump. The women clucked like hens, while the ser- 
vants wriggled, standing again.,t rl.t. vwilb Old 
Amable was the only one that did not 1 1 " ,i), and, 
without making any reply, waited till tho'y made 
room for him. 
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They found a place for him in the middle of the 
table, fachig his daughter-in-law, and, as soon as 
he was seated he began to eat. It was his son who 
^ was paying, after all ; it was right he should take his 
share. With each ladlefiil of soup that went into his 
stomach, with each mouthful of bread or meat 
crushed between his gums, with each glass of cider 
or wine that downed through his gullet lie thought he 
was regaining something of his own property, get- 
ting back a little of his money which all those glut- 
tons were devouring, saving in fact a portion of his 
own means. And he ate in silence with thv* obstinacy 
of a mi^^er who hides his coppers, with the same 
gloomy persistence with which lie formerly per- 
formed hi^ ,.ai!y labors. 

Rut all of a sudden he noticed at the end of <*he 
ftible Celeste’s cliild on a woman's lap, and his eye 
remained fixed oti the little hoy. He w^ent on eating, 
v/ith liis pUiiice riveted on the youngsicr, into whose 
mouth the woinrui who mindefl liim every now and 
then put a htiic morsel which he nibbled at. And the 
old man suFered more from the few mouthfuls 
sucked by this little chap than from all that the 
otlicr« swallc.wed. 

The meal basted till evening. Then every one went 
back liome. 

Cesaire raided up old Amable. 

“Come, daddy, ' m tsl go home/’ said he. 

And he put the old man’s two slicks in his hands. 

Celeste took her child in her arms, and they went 
on flowly tlirough tlie pal night w^bitened by the 
snov;. The d^af old man, three-fourdis tipsy, and 
even more malicious under the influence of drink, 
refused lo go lorward. Several times he even sat 
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down with the object of making his daughter-in-law 
catch cold, and be kept whining, without uttering a 
word, giving vent to a sort of continuous groaning 
as if he were in pain. 

When they reached home he at once cHmhcd up 
to his loft, while Cesaire made a bed for the child 
near the deep niche where he was going to lie down 
with his wife. But as the newly wedded pair could 
not sleep immediaTely, they heard the old man for a 
long time moving about on his bed of straw, and he 
even talked aloud several times, whether it was that 
he was dreaming or that he let his thonghtc escape 
through his month, in spite of himself, not being able 
to keep them back, under the obsession of a fixed 
idea. 

When he came down his ladder next morni!ig he 
saw his daughter-in-law looking after the hous^^- 
keeping. 

She cried out to him : 

'‘Come, daddy, hurry on ! Here’s ‘^oine good 
soup.'' 

And she placed at the end of the table the round 
black earthen bow! filled with steaming liquid. He 
sat dowm widioul giving any answer, vei/ed the hot 
bowl, w^armed liis hands with it in his customary 
fashion, and, as it was very cold, even prc'-scd it 
against his breast to try to make a little of the living 
heat of the boding liquid enter into him, into his old 
body stiffened by so many winters. 

Then he took his slicks and went out into the 
fields, covered with ice, tih it was time for dinner, 
for he had seen Celeste's youngster still asleep in a 
big soap-box. 

He did not take his place in the household. He 
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lived in tlie thatched house, as in bygone days, but 
he seemed not to belong to it any longer, to be no 
longer interest«.d in anything, to look upon those 
people, his son, the wife and the child as strangers 
iwhorn he did not know, to whom he never spoke. 

The winter glided by. It was long and severe, 

Tlien the early s})ring made the teeds 'sprout forth 
again, and the peasants once more, like laborious 
ants, pished days in the fields, toiling from 

morning I ill night, under the wind and inidcr the 
rain, along llio furrows of brown earth which 
brought ft 'Till the bread of men. 

The year promised well for the newly married 
pair. The crops grevv thick and vStrong. Thete were 
no late ^rost^, and the apples bnr'^ing into bloom 
scattered (»n tlie glass their rosy winte snow which 
promised a liail of fruit for the autumn. 

Cesaire lulled hard, ro'^e early and left off work 
late in unk^ to sa\e the exo msc of a hired mam 

His v^dle saiii to him soinetunes. 

“Vond] make ill in the long run.” 

He replied : 

‘*(\miainly not, Fm a good judge.” 

Nevenhele^'S one evening he came h«une so fa- 
tiguctl that he had lo get to hc<i without snyiptT. He 
rose up nevt na^rning at the U'=^ual hour, hut he could 
not eat. in '.{•ite of his fast on the pievions night, and 
he had t(> come hoo :o tiie home in the niitldlc of the 
aiternnon in order to go to bed again. In the course 
of the nicht lie began to coimh; be turned round on 
his straw couch, feverish, wi>. his forehead burning, 
his tongue dry cUid his throat parched by a buining 
thirst. 

However, at daybreak he went toward his grounds, 
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but next morning the doctor had to be sent for and 
pronounced him very ill with inflammation of the 
lungs. 

And he no longer left the dark recess in which he 
slept. He could be heard coughing, gasping and 
tossing about in this hole. In order to see him, to 
give his medicine and to apply cupping-glasses they 
had to bring a candle to the entrance. Then one 
could sec his narrow head with his long matted beard 
underneath a thick lacework of spiders’ webs, which 
hung and floated when stirred by the air. And the 
hands of the sick man seemed dead under the dingy 
sheets. 

Celeste watched him with restless activity, made 
him take physic, applied blisters to him. went back 
and forth in the house, while old Amablc remained 
at the edge of his loft, watching at a distance flie 
gloomy cavern where his son lay dying. He did not 
come near him, through hatred of the wife, sulking 
like an ill-tempered dog. 

Six more days passed, then one morning, as 
Celeste, who now slept on the ground on two loose 
bundles of straw, was going to see whellier her mar 
was better, .she no longer heard his rapid breathing 
from the interior of his recess. Terror sti icken, sin- 
asked : 

“Well, Cesaire, what sort of a night had you?" 

He did not answer. She put out her hand to touch 
him, and the flesh on his face felt cold as ice. She 
uttered a great cry, the long cry of a woman over- 
powered with fright. He was dead. 

At this cry the deaf old man appeared at the top 
ot his ladder, and when he saw Celeste rushing to 
call for help, he quickly descended, placed his hand 
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on his son’s face, and suddenly realizing what had 
happened, werjt to shut the door from the inside, to 
prevent the wif. from re entering and restiming pos- 
session of the dwelling, since his son was no longer 
living. 

Then he sat down on a chair by the dead man’s 
side 

Some of the neighbors arrived, called out and 
knocked. He did not hear them. J)ne of them broke 
the glass of the window and jumped into the room. 
Others followed. The door was opened again and 
Celeste reappeared, all in tears, with swollen face 
and bloodshot eyes. Then old Amahle, vanquished, 
without iiUering a word, climbed back his loft. 

The funeral took place ncxi morning. Then, after 
4iie ceremony, the father- in-law and the daughter- 
in-law found themselves alone in the farmhouse with 
the child 

It was the usual dinner hour. She lighted the fire, 
made '^onu* soup and placed tlu‘ platc^? on the table, 
while the old man sat on the chair \\aitmg without 
appearing to look ai her. When the meal was ready 
she bawled in his car 

'‘Come, daddy, yon must eat,” He rose up, took 
his seat at the end oi the table, emptied his soup 
bowl, masticated his bread and butter drank his tw(» 
gia>‘'Cs of cider and then took himself off 

It was one of t’ 'se varm days, one of those en- 
joyabk days when life ferments, pulsates, blooms all 
> over the surface of the soil. 

Old ^^lable pursued a lit e path across the fields. 
He looked at the young wheat and the young oats, 
thinking lhat ms son was now under the earth, his 
poor bov! He walked along wearily, dragging his 
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legs after him in a limping fashion. And, as he was 
all alone in the plain, all alone under the blue sky, in 
the midst of the growing crops, all alone with the 
larks which he saw hovering above his head, without 
hearing their light song, he began to weep as he pro-'^ 
ceeded on his way. 

Then he sat down beside a pond and remained 
there till evening, gazing a*- the little birds that came 
there to drink. Then, as the night was falling, he 
returned to the house, supped without saying a word 
and climbed up to his loft. And his life went on as 
in the past. Nothing was changed, except that his 
son Cesaire slept in the cemetery. 

What could he, an old man, do? He could work 
no longer; he was now good for nothing except to 
swallow the soup prepared by his daughter-in-law. 
And ho ate it in silence, morning and evening, watc^i- 
ing with an eye of rage the little boy also taking 
soup, right opposite him, at the other side of the 
table. Then he would go out, prowl about the fields 
after the fashion of a vagabond, hiding behind the 
barns where he would sleep for an hour or l\\o as if 
he were afraid of being seen and then come back at 
the approaclj of night. 

But C elcste’s mind began to be occupied by graver 
anxieties The farm needed a man to look after it 
and cultivate it Somebody should be there always 
to go through the fields, not a mere hired laborer, 
but a regular fanner, a master who understood the 
business and would take an interest the farm. A 
lone woman could not manage the farming, watch 
the price of corn and direct the sale and purchase of 
cattle. Then Meas came into her head, simple prac- 
tical ideas, which she had turned over in her head at 
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night. She could not marry again before the end of 
the year, and it was necessary at once to take care 
of pressing intr ests, immediate interests. 

Only one man could help her out of her difficulties, 
Victor Lecot], the father of her child. He was 
strong and understood farming; with a little money 
in his pocket he would make an excellent cultivator. 
She was aware of his skill, having known him while 
he was working on her parents’ farm. 

So one morning, seeing him passing along Ihe road 
with a cart of maiiuie, she wem out to meet him. 
When he pcrcei\ed hci, he drew up his hrises and 
she said to him as if she had met him the night 
before: 

*'(ioo\l-nior )w, Victor — are you quite weH, the 
same as ever 
replied 

quite well, the same as ever — and fuivO- are 

you ?” 

*‘(;h, I’d be all right, only that Fm alone m the 
house, which bothers me on account ot the farm.” 

Then they remained chatting for a long time, 
leaning against tlic wheel of the heavy cart. The 
man every now and then lifted up liis cap to scratch 
his fortdicad and began thinking, while she, with 
flushed cheeks, went on talking w^arinly, told him 
about her views, her plans, her r>rojects for the 
future. At last he '^id in a low tone: 

‘'Yes, it can be done.” 

She opened her hand like a countryman clinching 

bargain and asked : 

“Is it agreed?” 

He pressed her outstretched hand, 

“Tis agreed.” 


24 



OLD AMABLE 


'It’s settled, then, for next Sunday 
“It's settled for next Sunday." 

“Well, good-morning, Victor." 
“Good-morning, Madame Houlbreque/’ 


PAKT III 

This particular Sunday was the day of the village 
festival, the annual festnal in honor ol the patron 
saint, whicli in Normandy is called the assembly. 

For the last eight days quamt-lookmg vehicles in 
which live the families of strolling fair exhibitors, 
lottery managers, keepers of shooting galleries and 
other forms of amusement or exliiiulois ot curiosi- 
ties whom the peasants call “wonder-makf r-," co^nd** 
be seen coming along the roads (lrav;u slov\l> by 
gray or sorr< 1 horses. 

The dirty wagons with their floating rurtiins, ac- 
companied b> a niclancholy-looking ch g, who trot- 
ted, with his head down, between the wliteK, drew 
up one after the other on the green fiont ot the 
town hall. Then a tent was erected m front ot each 
ambulant abode, and inside this tent could be seen, 
through the holes in the canva^ gluUruig things 
which excited the envy or the curio of the vil- 
lage youngsters. 

As soon as the morning of the fete ainvrd all the 
booths were opened, displaying their ‘piendors of 
glass or porcelain, and the pcds<ints li l!.‘nr way to 
mass looked with genuine salisfaUiou at the-e mod- 
est shops which they saw again, nevcrihcless, each 
succeeding year. 
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Early in the afternoon there was a crowd on the 
green. From every neighboring village the farmers 
arrived, shaken Jong with their wives and children 
in the two-wheeled open chars a bancs, which rat- 
ted along, swaying like cradles. They unharnessed 
at their friends' houses and the farmyards were 
filled with strange looking traps, gray, high, lean, 
crooked, like long-clawed creatures from the depths 
of the sea And each family, witi! tJie youngsters 
in front and tl.e grown-up ones behind came to the 
assembly with tranquil steps, sniiling coiinlcuances 
and open hands, big hands, red and bon*', accus- 
tomed to work and apparently tired of their tem- 
' porary rest. 

A clown was blowing a trumpet The barrel- 
accompanying the carrousel sent through the 
air its Jirill jerk> notes. The lotlery-whecl made 
a whining sound like that of cloth tearing, and 
every moment the crack of the ritk could be heard. 
And the slow^moviiig throng on quietly in 

front of the booths resembling paste in a Huid con- 
dition. with the morions of a fiock ot t,heep and the 
awkwardnct)S of heavy animals who had escaped by 
chance. 

The girls, holding one another's arms in groups of 
six or eight, were singing; the youths followed them, 
making jokes, with their caps over their ears and 
their blouses stiffc. d \rith starch, swollen out like 
blue balloons. 

The whoie countryside was there — masters, labor- 
ing men and women servant 

Old Amablc himself, wearing his rdd-fashioned 
green frock coat, had wished to see the assembly, 
for he never failed to attend on such an occasion, 
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He looked at the lotteries, stopped in front of the 
shooting’ galleries to criticize Ae shots and inter- 
ested himself specially in h very simple game which 
consisting' 13^ throwing a big wooden ball into tl^e 
open mouth of a mannikin carved and painted on u 
board. 

Suddenly he felt a tap on his shoulder. It was 
Daddy Malivoire, who exclaimed : 

“Ha, daddy! *Conie and have a glass of brandy.” 

And they sat down at the table of an open-air 
restaurant. 

They drank one glass of brandy, then two, tlien 
three, and old Aniable once more began wandering 
through the assembly. His thoughts ^came slightly 
confused, he smiled without knowing why, htf smiled 
in front of die lotteries, in front of the wocficn 
horses and especially in front of the killing game. 
He remained there a long time, filled with delight, 
when he saw a holiday-maker knocking down the 
gendarme or the cure, two authorities whom he in- 
stinctively distrusted. Then he went back to the 
inn and drank a glass of cider to cool himself. It 
was late, night came on. A neighbor came to warn 
him: 

“Youll get back home late for the stew, daddy.” 

Then he set out on his way to the farmhouse. A 
soft shadow, the warm shadow of a spring night, 
was slowly descending on the earth. 

When be reached the front door he thought he 
saw through the window which was lighted up two 
persons in the house. He stopped, much surprised, 
then he went in, and he saw Victor Lecoq seated at 
the table, with a plate filled with potatoes before 
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him, taking his supper in the very same place where 
his son had sat 

And he turncu round suddenly as if he wanted to 
go away. The night was very dark ncAv. Celeste 
darted up and shouted at him: 

“Come quick, daddy! Here's some good stew to 
finish otf the assembly with." 

He complied through inertia and sat down, watch- 
ing in turn the man, the woman and 'the child. Then 
he began to eat quietly as on ordinary days 

Victor Lccoq seemed quite at home, talked from 
time to time to Celeste, took up the child i-i his lap 
and kissed him. And Celeste again served him with 
•food, poured out drink for him and apj eared happy 
while speaking to him. Old Amable’s eyes followed 
them attentively, though he could not hear what 
iney were saying. 

When he had finished supper (and he had scarcely 
eaten anything, there was 3uch a weight at his 
heart) he rose up, and instead of ascending to his 
loft as he did e\ory night he opened the gate of the 
yard and went out into the open air. 

When he had gone, Ctdeste, a little uneasy, asked: 

‘'What is he going to tlo?" 

Victor rtpbed In an indifferent tone: 

“Don’t bother yourself. He’ll come back when 
he's tired." 

Then she saw nT ** the house, washed the plates 
and wiped iiie table, while the man quietly took off 
his clollu Tlicn he slipped into the dark and hoi- 
low bed in winch she had sle^ with Cesaire. 

The yard gate opened and old AtnaMe again ap- 
peared. As soon as he entered the house lie looked 
round on every side with the air of an old dog on 
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the scent He was in search of Victor Lecoq. As 
he did not sec him, he took the candle off the table 
and approached the dark niche in which his son had 
died. In the interior of it he perceived the mam 
lying under the bed clothes and already asleep^ 
Then the deaf man noiselessly turned round, put 
back the candle and went out into the yard. 

Celeste had finished hei' work. She put her son 
into his bed, arranged everything and waited for her 
father-in-law’s return before lying down herself. 

She remained sitting on a chair, without moving 
her hands, and with her eyes fixed on vacancy. 

As he did not come back, she murmured in a tone 
of impatience and annoyance: 

‘This good-for-nothing old man will nuke us burn 
four sous’ worth of candles.” 

Victor answered from under the bed clothes 

‘Tt’s o\tr an hour since he went out \\ e ought to 
see whether he fell asleep on the bench outride the 
door.” 

‘T’ll go and sec,” she said. 

She rose up took the light and went out, shading 
the light with her hand in order to thiongh the 
darkness 

She saw nothing in front of the r, nothing on 
the bench, nothing on the clung he ij), v Ik re the old 
man used sometimes to sit in hot w< /lin 

But, just as she was on the point ot eoii l in again, 
she chanced to raise her cye^ toward t i l)jg apple 
tree, which sheltered the entrance t' ih^ farmyard, 
and suddenly slie saw two feet- two hit at the 
height of hci face belonging to a nun who was 
hanging. 

She iitteied terrible cries: 
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“Virtrr ! Victor ! Victor !” 

He ran out i > his shirt. She could not utter an- 
other word, and turning aside her head so as not to 
see, she pointed toward the tree with her out- 
tretched arm. 

Not understanding what she meant, he took the 
candle in order to find out, and in the midst of the 
foliage lit up from below he saw old Amable hanging 
high up with a stable-halter round hi. neck. 

A ladder was leaning against the trunk of the 
apple tree. 

Victor ran to fetch a bill-hook, climbed up the 
tree and cut the halter. But the old man v.'as already 
cold and his tongue protruded horribly with a flight- 
ful grimace. 



